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fieg leave to recommend 
a trifling perlbrmance to Your notice ; nothing 
but my venturing to approach Your Grace 
on this occafion, without introduction^ could 
excviie my addrefling You without a name: 
by this kind of fophiftry, my Lord, wc that 
fet up for Poets, attempt to palliate one pre- 
fumption by another. As I have ftrong 
temptations to plead for the honor I now 
aflume, fo, I hope, I am not totally without 
pretenfions to it. As an humble fon of that 
Alma Mater, who has now beftowed on 
Your Grace the moft honorable adoption^ 
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iy P ,E P I C A T I O N. 

IeIu ch :Si«^nal approbation Jbad to give^ I 
flatter myfelf that I fland in fome degree of 
alliance to You ; and if there is any thing in 
thefe fcenes that deferves the name of Genius, 
I am happy in acquainting the World that I 
drew it from the iame fountain^ and^ nearly, 
at the fame period with Your Grace ; though 
pot in the fame proportion. 

• As I otfly feek, by this offerings to amttfe 
a leifure hour, I have no right either to 
Ipeak to Your Grace, or of Your Grace, as 
a Minifter. Neverthelefs, my Lord, in thefe 
ill-tempered times, I muft be allowed to fay, 
that there is fome iper^jt, when Your fortune 
needs no addition, ^nd Yoiir rank cannot re- 
ceive any, in landing forth the fervant and 
the TufFerer of Your country : I fay the fuf- 
/erer, my Lord, becaufe in Your ftation You 
have to combat not only the envy, but the 
ingratitude of mankind. 

* ■ . 

In times of peace the Mufes, mpre efpe- 
cially, lopk fpr protedlion at ,the thrones of 
Princes, and in the cloifets of Minifters. In 
feafons of :public tranquillity, when good 
order and good humour obtain in a nation, 
the great may find an ear even for fuch trifles 
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DEDICATION. V 

as I now lay before You. Did thefe times^ 

a * 

my Lord, anfwer that Defcription, I (hould 
have much to fay to Your Grace on the Sub- 
jedl of the Stage, fo applicable to noble ufes, 
and of the low ebb at which Genius now 
ilands, fo much in need of cultivation ; but 
thefe are topics too harmonious for an aen^ 
that feems to delight in difcord ; and all the 
merit I can claim with Your Griace and the 
Public is, that at a time when all other 
anonymous writers have been fcattering the 
feeds of difcontent and difturbance, I have 
ufed my beft endeavours, iii the following 
fcenes, to lead fuch of my coufntrymen, as 
have attended their reprefentation, into n 
fhort paroxyfm of complacency and good 
humour. I have the honor to be. 



MY LORD, 



Your Grace's moft obedient 



And moft humble Servant^ 



THE AUTHOR. 



P R O L O G U E. 



SPOKliN BY 



Mr. S M i t M^ 

V ATI 10 us the Shifts of* Authdrs liow-a-days^ 
For Operas, Farces, Pantomimes, and Plays ; 
Some fcour each Alley of the Town for Wi^ 
^^gging from t)oor to Door the oiFal Bit ; 
Ploiige in. each Cell ar^ tumble evcfry Stalls 
And feud, like Taylors, to each Hou/i tf CalU 
Gut every Novel, ftrip each Monthly Mufe, 
And pillage Poet's Corner of its News : 
That done, they melt the ftale Farrago dowit. 
And fet their i>i(Ii of Scraps before the Town ^ 
Boldly invite you to their pilfer'd Store, 
Cram yeu, then wonder foix tdn eat no more^ 

Some, in our EngUJh Claflics deeply read,* 
Ranfack the Tombs of the illailrious Dead % 
Hackney the &f ufe of Bhake/peare^ o'er and o'er^ 
From Shoulder, to the Flank# all drench'd in GorCii 

Others to foreign Climes and Kingdoms roam > 
To fearch for what is better found at Home : 
The recreant Sard, oh ! Scandal to i\it Age ! 
Gleans the vile Rtfufe of the Gallic Stage. 

Not fo, our Bard— To-night, he bids me fay^ 
You (hall receive and judge an Englijh Play. 
From no Man's Jeil he draws felonious Praife, 
Nor from his Neighbour's Garden crops his Bays ^ 
From his own Breafl the filial Story flows ; 
And the free Scene no foreign Mailer knows : 
Nor only tenders lie his Work as new ; 
He hopes 'tis good, or wou'd not give it You : 
True homely Ware, and made of homely Stuff, 
Right Britijh Drugget, honell, warm, and rough* 
No flation'd Friends he feeks, no hir'd Applauie; 
But conditutes you Jurors in his Caufe. 
For Fame he writes— —Shou'd Folly be his Doom, 
Weigh well your Verdidl, and then give it home ; 
Shou'd youiapplaud, let that Applaufe be true; 
For, undeferv'd, It fhames both him and you. 



EPILOGUE 
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Mrs. YATES, 
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H O but has feen the celebrated Strife, 
Where Reynolds calls the Canvafs into Life ; 
Andy 'twixt the Tragic, and the Comic Mu(e» 
Courted of both, and dubious where to chafe, 
Th' immortal A^or ftanda ?— ^ere we efpj 
An awful Figure, pointing to the Sky ; 
A grave, ifublirae, commanding Form ihe bearit 
And in her Zone an un(heath*d Dagger wears. 
On t'otlier Side^ with fweet attractive Mien, 
The playful Mufe of Comedy is feen : 
She, 'with a thoufand foft, bewitching Smiles, 
Miftrefs of Love, his yielding Heart beguiles ; 
(For whereas the Heart fo harden'd, to withlland 
The fond Compulfien of fo fair a Hand ?) 
Oh! wou'd fhe here bedow thofe winning Arts ! 
This Night we'd fix her Empire in your Hearts ; 
^o tragic Paffions /hou'd deface the Age, 
Bnt all ihou'd catch good Humour from the Stage ^ 
The Jb>r^ing Hufband, and imperious Wife, 
Shoa*d learn toe Dodlrine of a quiet Life : 
The plodding Drudge (hou'd here at Times refort* 
And leave his ftupid Club, and ftnmmy Port ; 
Thie penfive Pplitician, who forefees 
clouds. Storms, and Tempefis, in the Calms of P^ace { 
The icribbling Tribe, who vent their angry Spleens 
In Songs, Prints, Pamphlets, Papers, Magazines $ 
LueiuSf and Jnti- Lucius ^ Pro's and Con's, 
"l^he Lift of Placets, and of Placet-nons ; 
The mobbing Vulgar, and the rulipg Great, 
And all who ftorm, and all who fteer the State ; 
Here ihould forget the Labours of the Day, 
And laugh their Cares, j^nd their Complaints, av^ay t 
The Wretch of Jonathan^i^ who, cruih'd with Shame« 
Crawls lamely out from India^B defperate Gaioe, 
Safely might fpeculate within thefe Walls ; 
For here, while yon approve, Stock never falls ; 
Pleas'd then indulge the Efforts of To»night, 
^or grudge to give, if you've receiv'd, Delight. 
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ACT L SCENE I. 

j/ rcciyjhore, with a fiJkermarCs cabin in the cliff: a violent 

tempe/ij wUh thunder and lightening : a fljip difcover*d 

Jiranded on the coa/ii The chara^ers enter^ after having 

looked out of their cabin^ as if waiting for the abatement 

of the florm. 

GooDWiNj Philip, Fankv. 

PHILIP. 

XT blows a rank ftorm \ 'tis well, father, We haul'd tb<i 
boat afhore before the weather came on \ {he's fafe bc- 
ftow'd, however, let what will happen. 

G O O D W I N« 

Ay, Phih'p, we had need be provident: estcept that poof 
(kifF, my child^ what have we left in this world that w^ 
can call our own ? 

PHILIP. 

To my thoughts nov^r we live a$ happily in this poof 
hut, as we did yonder in the great houfe, when you was 
Yquire Belfteld's principal tenant, and as topping a farmer^ 
as any in the whole county of Cornwall, 

GOODWIN. 

Ah, <:hild ! 

P H I L I ^. 

Nay^ never droop ; to be fure, fatfief, ttte ^fquii-e has" 
dealt hardly with you^ and a mighty point, truly, he has^ 
gained ; the ruin of an honeft man. If thofe are to be the 
ufcs of a great ellate, Heav'n continue me what I ^mi 
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F A R N Y. 

Ay, ay, brother, a good confcience in a coarfe drugget 
is better than an aching heart in a filken gown. 

GOODWIN'. 

Well, children, v.'sll, if you can bear misfortunes pa- 
tiently, *tvvere an ill office for me to repine ; we have 
Jong till'd the earth for a fubfiflence ; now, Philip, we 
muft plough the ocean ; in thole waves lies our harveil ; 
there, my brave lad, we have an equal inheritance with 
the beft. 

PHILIP. 

True, father, the fea, that t'ceJis us, provides us an 
habitation here in the hollow of the cliff j 1 truft, the 

Yquire will exaft no rent for this dwelling Alas ! that 

ever two brothers fhould h^ve been fo oppofite as our 
mercilefs landlord, and the poor young gentleman they 
fay is now dead. 

GOODWIN. 

Sirrah, T charge you, name not that unhappy youth to 
me any more; I was endeavouring to forget him and his 
misfortunes, when the fight of that veflel in diftrefs 
brought him afrefli to my remembrance ; for, it feems, 
he pcrilhed by fea ; the more {hzme upon him, whofe 
cruelty and injuflice drove him thither; but come — the 
wind lulls apace ; let us launch the boat, and make a 
trip to yonder veflel : if we can aflift in light'ning her, 
perhaps Ihe may ride it out. 

PHILIP, 

'Tis to no purpofe j the crew are coming afliore in 
their boat i 1 faw them enter the creek. 

GOODWIN, 

Did you fo ? Then do you and your fifl:er ftcp into the 
cabin ; make a good fire, and provide fuch fi{h and other 
ftores as you have w thin : I will go down, and meet 
them : whoever they may be, that have fufFer'd th*is mif- 
fortunc on our coafts, let us remember, children, never to 
regard any man as an enemy, who (lands in need of our 
proteSlion. [Exit, 

PHILIP. 

I'm ftrongly tempted to go down to the creek too; if 
father (hould light on any mifchief— well, for once in 
my life, I'll diiobey him ; fifter, you can look to matters 
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within doors ; I'll go round by the point, and be there 
as foon as he, 

F A N N Y4 

Do fo, Philip J 'twill be beft, 

{Exeunt fever ally. 

SCENE IL 

Goodwin reenters^ follotjSd by Francis and feveral 
failors carrying goods and chejh frcm the wrecks 

GOODWIN. 

This way, my friends, this way ; there's ftowage enough 
within for all your goods, 

FRANCIS. 

Come, bear a hand, my brave lads, there's no time to 
lofe 5 follow that honeft man, and fet down your chefts 
where he diredls you, 

SAILOR. 

Troth, I care not how foon I'm quit of mine; 'tit 
plaguy heavy, {Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 
Other Sailors enter* 

FIRST SAILOR. 

Here's a pretty fpot of work ! plague on't, what a night 
has this been ! I thought this damn'd lee-fhore wou'd 
catch us at laft. 

SECOND SAILOR. 

Why, 'twas unpoffible to claw her off; well, there's an 
end of her — The charming Sally Privateer ! — Poor foul ; 
a better fea boat never fwam upon tne fait fea. > 

THIRD SAILOR, 

I knew we fhou'd have no lucic after we took up that 
woman there from the packet that funk along fide us. 

FIRST SAILOR. 

What, Madam Violetta, as they call her? Why, 'tis 
like enough —But hufli, hei e comes our captain's nephew ; 
he's a brave lad, and a fcaman's friend, and, between you 
and me [Boat/wains whi/iie, ]-'B\xt hark, we are call'd — 
(jomc along. [Exeunt failors. 

B 2 
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SCENE IV. 
Belfield Junior, and Francis. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

That ever fortune ihou'd caft us upon this coaft ! 
Francis. 

FRANCIS. 

Sir! 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Have the people landed thofc chelts we brought off 
l^itbjius in the boat ? 

FRANCIS. 

They have, Sir ; an old fiflierman, whom we met, has 
fhewn us here to a cavern in the cliff, where we have 
ilow'd them all in fafcty. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

That's well. Where's my uncle ? 

FRANCIS. 

On board ; no pcrfuafions can prevail on him to quit 
the fhip, v/hich, he fvvcars, will lift with the tide ; his 
old crony the mailer is with him, and they ply the cafks 
fo brifkly, that it feems a moot point, which fills the 
fuftcfc, they, or the wreck, 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Strange infenfibility ! but you muft bring him off by 
force then, if there is no other way of faving him ; I 
think, o'my corjl^nce, he is as indifferent to danger as 
the plank he treads on \ we are now thrown upon my un- 
^latural brother's eftate \ that hnufe, Francis, which you 
fee to the left, is his \ and what may be the confequence if 
he aj||ftoiy uncle (hou'd meet, I know not ; for fuch has 
been^Captain Jronfides' refentment on my account, that he 
has declared war againft the very name of Bellield ; and, in 
one of his whimfical paffions, you know, infilled on my 
laying it afide for ever ; fo that hitherto I have been 
known on board by no other name, than that of Lewfon. 

FRANCIS. 

*Tis true. Sir; and I think 'twill be advifeable to con* 
tinue the difgui'e, as long as you can. As for the old 
captain, from the h'fw he always leads on (hore, and his 
jmpatience to get on board again, I think 'tis very pofliblc 
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an interview between him and your brother mity be pre- 
vented. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR, 

I think fo too. Go then, Francis, and conduA the 
X)ld gentleman hither 5 I fee Violetta coming. 

[Exit Francis* 
Sure there is fomething in that woman*s ftory uncom-* 
monly myfterious— Of Englifh parents — born inXifbon 
i— her family and fortune buried in the earthquake — fo 
much (he freely tells ; but more, I am convinced, remains 
untold, and of a melancholv fort: flie has once or twice. 
as i thought, feem'd difpos'd to unbofom herfelf to me; 
but it is fo painful to be told of forrows one hasn't power 
to relieve, that I have hitherto avoided the difcourfe. 



S C E N E V. 
fi£LFiELD Junior, Violetta. 

BSLFIELD JUNIOR. 

Well, Madam, melancholy ftill ? ftill that face of forrow 
juid defpair? twice (hipwrcck'd, and twice refcu'd from 
the jaws of death, do you regret your prefervation ; and 
have I incurr'd your difpleafure by prolonging your 
exiftence ? 

VIOLETTA. 

Not fo, Mr. Lewfon ; fuch ingratitude be far from me; 
can I forget, when the yeiTel, in which I had failed from 
Portugal, founder'd by your fide, with what noble, what 
benevolent ardour you flew to my affiftance ? Regardful 
only of my fafety, your own feem'd no part of your care, 

BJKLFIELD JUNIOR. 

Oh I no more of this ; the prefervation of a fellowr 
icreature is as natural as felf-defence : you now, for the 
firft time in your life, breathe the air of England — a rough 
reception it has given you ; but be not, therefore, dif- 
courag'd ; our hearts, Violetta, are more acccflible than 
our (hores ; nor can you find inhofpitality in jBritain, fave 
in our climate only. 

VIOLETTA. 

Thefe charafteriftics of the Englifli may be juft 5 I 
take my eflimatq from a )efs favourable example^ 
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BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Villainy, Madam, is the growth of every foil ; nor can 
I, while yonder, habitation is in my view, forget that 
England has given birth to monftcrs thatdifgrace humanity ; 
but this I wiil fay for my countrymen, that, where you 
can point out one rafcal with a heart to wron^r you, I 
will produce fifty honell fellows ready and refolute to 
redrefs you. 

VIOLETTA. 

Ah ! — But on what part of the Englifh coaft is it that 
we are now landed ? 

BELFIFLD JUNIOR. 

On the coafl of Cornwall. 

VIOLETTA. 

Of Cornwall is it ? You feem to know the owner of 
that houfe : are you well acquainted with the country 
hereabouts ? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Intimately ; it has been the cradle of my infancy, and, 
with little interruption, my refidence ever fmce. 

VIOLETTA. 

You are amongft your friends, then, no doubt ; how 
fortunate is it, that you will have their confolation and 
ai&flance in your diflrefs. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Madam 

VIOLETTA. 

Every moment will bring them down to the very fhores ; 
this brave, humane, this hofpitable people will flock, in 
crouds, to your relief ; your friends, Mr. Lewfon— 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

My friends, Violetta ! muft 1 confefs it to you, I have 

no friends thofe rocks, that have thus fcatter'd my 

treafures, thofe waves, that have devoured them, to me 
are not fo fatal, as hath been that man, whom Nature 
meant to be my neareft friend. 

VIOLETTA. 

What, and are you a fellow- fufferer then ? Is this the 
way you rec )[cile me to your nation ? Are thefe the 
friends of human kind ? Why don't w^ fly from this un* 
generous, this ingrateful CQUfiiry i 
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B E L F lEL D' JUN I OR. 

Hold, Madam ; one villain, howrver bafe, can rto more 
involve a v^hole nation in his crimes, than one exanij^le, 
* however dignified, can infpire it witl. his virtues : thank 
Heaven, the worthlefe owner of that manfion is yet with- 
out a rivaU • 

VIOLETTA 

You have twice direfled my attention to that houFe ; 
*tis a lovely fpot; what pity that fo delicious a retirement 
Ihou'd be made the refidence of fo undeferving a being i 

BELFIELD JUNIOR.. 

It is indeed a charming place, and was oiice the feat of 
hofpitality and honour ; but its prefent poffeffor, Andrew 

Belfield Madam, for Heaven's fake, what ails you? 

you feem fuddenly diforder'd Have 1 faid 

VIOLETTA. 

No, *tis nothing; don't regard me, Mr. Lewfon, I am 
weak, and fubje(5l to thefe furprizes ; 1 {hall be glad how- 
ever to retire, 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

A little repofe 1 hope will relieve you ; within this hut 
ibme accommodation may be found : lean on my arm. 

I Leads her to the door of the €abin* 

SCENE VL 
Goodwin, Belfield Junior, 

GOODWIN. 

Heaven defend me ! do my eyes . deceive me ? 'tis 
wond'rous like his (hape, his air, his look — ^- 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

What is your aftonifhmcnt, friend ? Do you know me? 
If it was -not for that habit, I (hou'd fay your name is 
Goodwin. 

GOODWIN, 

'Tis he 5 he is alive ! my dear young matter, Mr. Bel- 
field I Yes, Sir, my name is Goodwin : however changed 
my appearance, my heart is ftill the fame, and overflows 
with joy at this unexpefted meeting. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Give me thy hand, my old, my honeft friend j and Is 
this forry hole thy habitation? 
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GOODWIN. 

It is. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

The world I fee has frown'd on thee fince we parted* 

GOODWIN, 

Yes, Sir : but what are my misfortunes ? you muft have 
undergone innumerable hardihips ; and now, at laft, 
ihipwreck'd on your own coaft ! Well, but your veffel 
is not totally \o^y and we will work night and day in 
faving your efFefis, 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Oh, as for that, the fea gave all, let it take back a 

part ; I have enough on fhore not to envy my brother his 

\ fortune. But there is one bleffing, mafter Goodwin, I 

own I fhould grudge him the poiTeilion of— There was a 

young lady 

GOODWIN. 

What, Sir, haven't you forgot Mifs Sophia ? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Forgot her f my heart trembles while 1 afk you, if (he 
is indeed, as you call her, Mifs Sophia. 

G o o Q, w I N. 
She is yet unmarried, thg' every day we expeft— — 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

*Tis enough 5 Fortune, I acquit thee ! Happy be the 
winds that threw me on this coaft, and blell the rocks 
that teceiv'd me ! Let my veffel go to pieces ; (he has done 
her part in bearing me hither, while 1 can caft myfelf at 
the feet of my Sophia, recount to her my unabating paifion, 
and have one fair ftruggle for her heart. * lExeuntm 

SCENE VII. 
ViOLETTA alone. 

VIOLETTA. 

Once more 1 am alone. How my heart funk when 
Lewfon pronounc'd the name of Belfield ! It muft be he, 
it muft be my falfe, cruel, yet (fpite of all my wrongs) 
beloved hufband : yes, there he lives, each circumftancc 
confirms it; Cornwall, the county; here the fea-coaft, 
and thefe white craggy cliffs ; there the difpofirion of his* 
feat ; the grove> lake, lawn j every feature of the landfcapQ 
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tallies with the defcriptions he has given me of it. What 
IhalJ I do, and to whom fhall I complain ? When Lewfon 
fpoke of him, it was with a bitternefs that fhock'd me; I 
will not difclofe myfclf to him : by what fell from him, X 
fufpetft he is related to Mr. Belfield — But, hufli, I talk to 
4chefe /dck5, and forget that they have ears. 

Enter Fanny. 

FANNY. 

Are you any letter, Madam ? Is the afr of any fcrvice 
tojou? 

VIOLETTA. 

I am much relieved by it : the beauty gf that place at- 
trafted my attention, and, if you pleafe^ we will walk 
further up the hill to take a nearer view of it» 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. 

Part tf the crew enter., with Ironsides^ and Skiff^ in 

the midft of them. ^ 

CM N E S. ^ 

Huzta^ hu2za, huzza ! 

FIRSTSAILOR. 

Long life to your honour ! welcome a{hore, noble cap* 
tain. 

SECOND SAILOR. 

Avafl.thefe, Jack j ftand clear, and let his old honour 
pafs ; blefs his heart, he looks chearly howfomever ; left 
the world wagr as it will, he'll never flinch. 

THIRD SAILOR. 

Not he ! he s true Englifli oak to the heart of him j 
and a fine old feaman-like figure he is. 

IRONSIDES. 

Ah, mefTmates, we're all aground : I have been taking 
a parting cup with the Charming ^allyr— She's gone ; but 
the flouted bark mufl have an end ; maRef here and I did 
all we could to lighten her ; we took leave of her in aa 
officer-like manner. 

FIRST SAILOR. 

Hang forrow ; we know the worfl on't ; 'tis only taking 
a frefh cruize ; and, for my part, I'll fail with Captain 
IronHdes as far as there's water to carry me. 

C 
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O M N £ S. 

So we will all. 

IRONSIDES. 

Say ye fo, my hearts ; if the wind flts that way, boift 
fail, fay I ; old George will make one amongft you, if 
that be all ^ 1 hate an idle life So, fo : away to your 
work : to-morrow we'll make a day on't. 

[Exeunt faihrsi 

SCENE IX. 

Ironsides, Skiff. 

ironsides. 
SkiiF! 

SKIFF. 

Here, your honour. 

ironsides. 
I told you, SkifF, how 'twould be ; if you had luflF'd up 
in time, as i wou'd have had you, and not made fo. free 
with the land, this miibap had never come to pafs. 

SKIFF. 

Lord love you. Captain Ironfides, 'twas a barrel of beef 
to a bifcuit, the wind had not (hifted fo diredt contrary 
as it did ; who cou'd have thought it ? 

IRONSIDES. 

Wh^ I cou'd have thought it ; every body cou'd have 
thought it : do you confider whereabouts you are, mun ? 
Upon the coaft of England, as 1 take it. Every thing 

here goes contrary both by fea and land Every thing 

whips, and chops, and changes about like mad in this 
country ; and the people, I think, are as full of vagaries 
as the climate. 

SKIFF. 

Well, I cou'd have fwore 

IRONSIDES. 

Ay, fo you cou'd, Skiff, and fo you did, pretty roundly 
too ; but for the good you did by it, you mignt as well 
have puff'd a whiiF of tobacco in the wind's face. 

SKIFF. 

Well, Captain, tho* we have loft our Ihip, we haven't 
loft our all : thank the fates, we've fav'd treafure enough 
to make all our fortunes notwithftanding. 
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IRONSIDES* 

Fortunes, quotha ? What have two fuch old weather- 
beaten fellows, as thee and I are, to do with fortune ; or, 
indeed, what has fortune to do with us ? Flip and tobacco 
is the only luxury we have any relifli for : had we fine > 
houfes, cou'd we live in 'em ? a greafy hammock has been 
our birth for thefe fifty years ; fine horfes, cou'd we ride 
'em ? and as for the fair fex there, that my nephew makes 
fuch a pother about, I don't know what thou may'ft think 
of the matter, SkifF; but, for my own part, I fnou'd not 
care if there were no fuch animals in the creation. 

SCENE X. 
Ironsides, Skiff, £7»i Belfield Ju nior. 

9ELFIEI.D JUNIOR. 

Uncle ; what chear, man i 

IRONSIDE 9. 

Oh, Bob, is it thee ? whither bound now, my dear boy ? 

9ELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Why, how can you a(k fuch a queftion ? We have 
landed our treafure, fav'd all our friends, and fet foot 
upon Englifh ground, and what bufinefs think you can a 
young fellow like me have, but one ? 

IRONSipSS. 

Pihaw, you're a fool. Bob j thefe wenches will be the 
undoing of you ; a plague of '^m altogether, fay I -, what 
are they good for, but to fpoil company, and keep brave 
fellows from their duty ? o' my confcience, they do more 
mifchief to the kind's navy in one twelvemonth, than 
the French have done in ten ; a p^k of— but I ha* done 
with '^m, thank the ftars I ha' fairly wafhM my hands of 
^paiy I h^' nothing to fay to none of 'em. 

SKIFF. 

Mercy be good unto us ! that my wife cou'd but hear 
youi* worfliip talk. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

ph, my dear unc}e*-— 

IRONSIDES, 

But I'll vepr away no more good advice after you, fo 
even drive as you will under your petticoat- fails ; — blacky 
|>rolvn^ fair, or tavi^ny^ 'tis all fi(h that com^s in your net i 

C a 
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why, Where's your reafon. Bob, all this here while ? 
Where's your religion, and be damn'd to you ? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Come, come, my dear uncle, a truce to your philofophy. 
Go, throw your dollars into yonder ocean, and bribe the 
temped to be ftill ; you ihall as foon reverfe the operations 
of iNature, as wean my heart from my Sophia. 

IRONSIDES. 

Hold, hold, take me right ; if, by Sophia, you mean the 
daughter of Sir Benjamin Dove, I don't care if I make one 
with youi What fay'ft thou, boy, fhall it be fo? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

So then you think there may be one good woman how- 
ever ? 

IRONSIDES. 

Juft as I think there may be one honeft Dutchman, 
one fober German, or one righteous method ift. Look'e, 
Bob, fo I do but keep fingle, I have no obje(Slion to other 
people's marrying ; but, on thefe occafions, 1 wou'd ma-* 
nage myfelf as I wou'd my fliipj not be running her into 
every odd creek and cranny, in the fmuggling fafliion, as 
if I had no good credentials to produce ; but play fairly 
and in fight, d'ye fee ; and whenever a fafe harbour opens, 
ftand boldly in, boy, and lay her up fnug, in a good birth,; 
once for alL 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Come then, uncle, let us about it ; and you may greatly 
favour my enterprize, fince you can keep the father anq 
mother in play, while I 

IRONSIDES. * 

Avaft, young man, avaft ; the father, if you pleafe, 
without the mother; Sir Benjamin's a paffable good com- 
panion, for a land-man ; but for thy Lady 1*11 have 

nothing to fay to my Lady j {he's his wife, thank the 
ftars, and not mine. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Be it as you will j 1 fhall be glad of your company on 
any terms, 

IRONSIDES.' 

Say no more then. About (hip ; if you are bound for 
that port, I'm your mate: mafter, look to the wrfeckj 
I'm for a frefli cruize. [Exiunu 

End of the Fj^rst Act. 
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ACT. II. S OE.N E I, 

The ifutftde of Sir Benjamin Dov£*j hufi. 
Belfield Senior, Lucy Waters. 

LUCY. 

W HAT, don't I know you ; haven't you been to me 
of all mankind the bafeff ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR* 

Not yet, Lucy* 

LUCY. 

Sure, Mr. Belfield, you won't pretend to deny it to 
my face. 

belfield S£N][0R. 

To thy face, child, I will not pretend that I can deny 
any thing 5 you are much too haadfome to be contra- 
diaed. 

LUCY. 

PifliJ 

belfield senior. 
So! fo! 

LUCY. 

Haven't you, faithlefs as you are, proniiis'd me mar- 
riage over and over again ? 

BELFIELp SENIOR. 

Repeatedly. 

LUCY. 

And you have now engag'd yourfelf to the daughter rf 
Sir Benjamin Dove, have you not ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Afluredly. 

LUCY. 

Let me demand of you, then, Mr. Belfield, fincc you 
had no honourable defigns towards me yourfelf, why yoi% 
prevented thofe of an humbler lover, young Philip, the 
fon of your late tenant, poor Goodwin r 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

For. the very reafon you ftate in your queftion ; becaufe 
I had no honourable ' defighs, and he had: you di^ip- 
polnled my*hdpeS} and I was refolv'd to defeat his. 
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LUCY. 

And this you thought reafon fufficient to expel bis 
father from your farm ; to perfecute him and his inno- 
cent family, till you had accomplifh'd their ruin, and 
flriven them to the very brink of the ocean for their habi- 
tation and fubfiftence ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Your queflions, Mifs Lucy, begin to be impertinent. • 

LUCY. 

Oh, do they touch you. Sir ? but I'll wafte no more 
time with you ; my bufihefs is with your Sophia ; here, 
in the very fpot which you hope to make the fcene of 
your guilty triumphs, will I expofe you to her 5 fet forth 
your inhuman condudl to your unhappy brother 5 and de- 
left the mean artifices you have been driven to, in order 
to difplace him in lier affcftions'. 

B £ L F IE LD SENIOR. 

You will ? 

LUCY. 

I will, be affur'd ; fo let them pafs. 

BE LFIELD SENIOR. 

Stay, Lucy, underftand yourfelf a little better ; didn't 
you pretend to Sophia, that my brother paid his addrefles 
to you ; that he had pledg'd himfelf to marry you j jiay, 
that he bad - 

LUCY. 

Hold, Mr. Belfield, nor further explain a tranfaflion, 
which, though it refleds fhame enough upon me, that 
was your inftrument, ought to cover you, who was prinr 
cipal in the crime, with treble confunon and remorfe. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

True, child, it was rather a difreputable tranfaftion ; 
and 'tis therefore fit no part of it fhould reft with me; ( 
^all dilavow it altogether. 

LUCY. 

Incredible confidence ! 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

We^fliall fee who will meet moft belief in the World ; 
ybii, 0|r I; chiife, therefore, your part: if you keep my 
fecretj'you inake me your friend 3 if you betray it, you 
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have, me for your enemy; and a fatal one you fhall find 
me. Now enter, if you think fit; there lies your way to 
Sophia: [She goes into the houji.] So ! how am I to parry 
this blow? — what plea fliall 1 ufe with Sophia?— 'twas 

the ardour of my love -any thing will find pardon with 

a wt)ttiin, ' that conveys flattery to her charms.-— After all, 
if the worft fhould happen, and I be defeated in this 
match, fo (hall I be faved from doing that, which, when 
done, 'tis probable I may. repent of; and I have fome in- 
timations from within, which tell me that it will be foz 
I perceive that, in this life, he who is checkM by the 
rubs jof compun^ion, can never arrive at the fummit of 
profperity. 

SCENE II. 

Belfield Senior, Paterson. . 

P A T £ R S O K. 

- rWhat, melancholy, Mr. Belfield i So near your happi- 
fiefs, and fo full of thought ? ; 

BELFIELD SENIOR* 

Happinefs, what's that ? 

PATERSON. 

ril tell you. Sir ; the pofleffion of a lovely girl, with 
fifty thoufand pounds in her lap, and twice fifty thoufand 
virtues in her mind ;- this I call happinefs, as much as 
mortal man can merit : and this, as I take it, you are 
defiin'd to enjoy. 

BELFIELOSENIOR. 

That is not fo certain, Mr. Paterfon ; wou'd you be* 
lieve it, that perverfe huflfey, Lucy Waters, who left mc 
but this minute, threatens to tranfyerfe all my hopes, and 
is gone this inftant to Sophia with that refolution ? 

PATERSON. 

Impoflible ! bow is Mifs Waters provided or provoked 
to do this ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Why, 'tis a foolifli ftory, and fcarce worth relating tp 
jrbu ; but you know, when your letters call'd me home 
iirom Portugal, I found my younger brother in clofe at- 
tendance on Mifs Dove; and, indeed, fuch good ufe had 
)the fellow made of his time in my abfence, that I found it 
^Qipoffible to counterwork his operations by fair and open 
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approaches ; fo, to make (hort of the fiory, I took AU 
girl Lucjr Waters into partneiihip ; and, by a hagpy'de* 
irice^ ruin*d him with Sophia. 

PATSRSON. 

Thisy Mr. Belfield, I neither know, nor wiih to 
know. 

BELFIBLD SENIOR. 

Let it pafs, then ; defeated in thefe inews, my brodiec, 
tt you know, betook himfeif to the defperate courfe of 
privateering, with that old tar-barrel, my uncle: what, 
may have been his fate, I know npt, but 1 hare fbuad it 
convenient to propagate a report of his death, . 

PATBRSON. 

I am forry for it, Mr. Heliield ; I wi(h nothing was 
convenient, that can be thought dilhonourable. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Nature, Mr. Paterfon, never pu^ into a human com- 
pofition more candour and credulity than fbe did .intii 
mine ; but acquaintance with life has (hewn me how im«« 
practicable thefe principles are; to live with mankind, 
we muft live like mankind : was it a world of bonefty, 
1 fhould blulb to be a man of art. 

PATERSON. 

And do you dream of ever reaching your journey's en^ 
by fuch crooked paths as thefe are ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

And yet, my moft fage moraiift, wonderful as it may 
feem to thee, true it is, notwithfianding, that after having 
threaded all thefe by-ways, and cr9oked allies, which thy 
right-lin'd apprebenfion knows nothing of; after having 
driven my rival from the field, and being almoft in pof* 
feflion of the fpoil, flill i feel a repugnance in me that 
almoft tempts me to renounce my good fortune, and ab^<« 
don a viftory I have flruggled fo bard to obtain. 

PATERSON. 

I guefs'd as much ; 'tis your Violetta ; 'tis your fair 
Portuguefe that counterworks your good fortune; and 
I mull own to you, it was principally to fave you froni 
that improvident attachment, that 1 wrote fo preffingly for 

{our return; but though I have got your body in fafe 
olding, your heart is flill at Lifbon ; and if you marry 
Mifs Dove, 'tis becaufe Violetta's fortune was demolifhra 
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Ibj iht earthquake j and Sir Benjamin's ftands fafe lipdii 
terra firma. 

B E i ^ I 1^ L ]^ s £ N i: O !^^ . ,, 
Pr'ythee, Paterfon, don't be too Jiard upon me: futc 
you don't fufped that I am married t6 Violetta. 

P A T E R S O i^. 

Married to Violetta ! Now yoii grow itiuch too (eriouSj) 
and 'tis time to put an end to the difcoiirfe. [Exit. 

BJ^LFIEID SfiN I..O fe. . 

And you grow mtich too quick-fighted, Mr. Pkterfonj 
for my acquaintance. I think he does not quite fufped 
me of double dealing in this bufm^fs ; and yet I have my 
doubts I bis reply to my queftion was equivocal, and hid 
departure abrupt — I know riot what to think — ;-Tfais I 
know^ that Love is 4 Deity, and Avarice a DeVil ; that 
Violetta is my lawful wife ; and tHat Andrew Beliield i^ 
a villain. [Kxiil 

Scene lii* 

PATEltsOM pnjfes o^er the Jiagit. 

All abroad this fine day— not a creature i/^ithih doors* 

Enter Ki t t It. 

K I t T Y. 

Mr. Paterfon ! hift^ Mr. Paterfon,' i word in your esfi*/ 
iweet Sil-. 

p A T E it s 6 W. 

Ciirfe ori't^ flie has caught me— Well, Mrs. Kitty. 

iC I t T t. , 

. WhjTi I've beeh hunting you all the houfe over; tixf 
lady's impatient to fee you. 

p A T E k s d N. ^ 

Oh, I'm my Lady Dole's moft obedient lervailt — Afta 
what are her Ladyfbip'^ commands, pray ? 

K I t T V. , , 

Fjf€, Mr. Paterfon ; how fhou'd I know v^hait fier Lady- 
Diip wants with you; btit a fecfetit is, ^o doubt, for Oii 
defires you to come to her ifnmediately in the garden, a^ 
the bottom of the yew- tree walk, next the warren; 

P A T E R S 6 li. 

The devil flic does ! What a pity it is, Mrs. Kitty ^' 

ire can't cure your Lady of this turn for folitude i I v^'iM 
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you would go with me; your company, probably^ will 
divert her from her contemplations : belides, I (hall cer- 
tainly miftake the place. 

KITTY. 

^ I go with you, Mr, Paterfon ! a fine thing truly : I'd 
have you to know that my charader is not to be.trufted 
with young fellows in yew-tree walks, whatever my Lady 
rtiay think of the matter— --Befides, I've an affignation 
ill another place. \Eictt. 

p A T E R s o N. 
Whstt a devilifli dilemma am 1 in ! Why thfs is af pe- 
remptory affignation — Certain it is, there are fome ladies 
that no wife man fliou'd be commonly civil to— Here 
have I been flattering myfelf that I was flroaking a terma- 
gant into humour, and all the while have been betraying 
a tender viftim into love. Love, love did 1 fay ? her La- 
dyfhip's paffion is a difgrace to the name — But what fhall 
I do ? — 'tis a pitiful thing to run away from a viftory % 
but 'tis frequently the cafe in precipitate fucceflTes; we 
conquer more than we have wit to keep,, or ability to 
enjoy. ^ \Exiu 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to the yew-tree walk* 

, BELFIELDJUNI OR. 

Now cou'd I but meet my Sophia — Where can fhe have 
bid berfelf ? — Hufli j Lady Dove, as I live. 

Enter Lady Dove, 

LADY DOVE. 

So, Mr. Paterfon, you're a pretty gentleman, to keep 
a lady waiting herQ : why how you ftand ? — Come, come, 
I fhall expe£t a very handfome atonement for this in- 
decorum — Why, what, let me look — Ah ! who have we 
here ? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

A man, Madam ; and though not your man, yet one 
as honeft and as fecret : come, come, my Lady, I'm no 
tell-tale i be you but grateful, this goes no further. 

LADY DOVE. 

Loft and undone : young Belfield ! 
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BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

The fame ; but be not alarm'd ; we both have our 
fecrets ; I am, like you, a votary to Love : favour but 
my virtuous paffion for Mifs Dove, and take you your 
Paterfon j I fhall be filent as the grave. 

LADY DOVE. 

Humph ! 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Nay, never hefitate ; my brother, I know, had your 
•wiflies : but wherein has Nature favour'd him more than 
me ? And, fince Fortune has now made my fcale as heavy 
as his, why (hould you partially diredl the beam ? 

LADY DOVE. 

Well, if it is fo, and that you promifc not to betray 
me" But this accident has fo difcompos'd me, (plague 
on't, fay I) don't prefs me any further, at prefent ; I muft 
leave you 5 remember the condition of our agreement, and 

cxpeft my fricndlhip Oh, 1 cou'd tear your eyes out. 

[Exit. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR, 

Well, Sir Benjamin, keep your own council if you are 
wife'; I'll do as 1 would be done by; had 1 fuch a wife 
as Lady Dove, I fhould be very happy to have fuch a 
friend as Mr. Paterfon. [Exiu 

SCENE V. 
Sophia Dove, LucyWaters, 

LUCY. 

If there is faith in woman, I have feen young Bel field ; 
I have beheld his apparition ; for what elfe could it be ? 

SOPHIA. 

How; when ; where ? I fhall faint with furprize. 

LUCY. 

As I crofs'd the yew-tree walk, I faw him pafs by thp 
head of the canal towards the houfe. ^\zs ! poor youth, 
the injuries I have done him have calj'd him from hi$ 
grave. 

SOPHIA. 

Injuries, Mifs Waters, what injuries have you done 
|jim : Tell me 5 for therein, perhaps, I may be concern 'd« 

D 2 
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LUCY. 

Deeply concern'd you are ; with the moft penitent t^tr 
fnorfe I confefs it to you, that his affeAions to you were 
pu^e, honeft, and fincere. Yes, aoiiable Sophia, you wa« 
vnriVaU'd in his efteem; and I, who perfuaded you to the 
contrary, am the bafeft, the falfeft of womankind j every 
JTyllable I told you of his engagements to me was a mali- 
cious invention : how cou'd you be fo blind to your own 
iuperiority, to give credit to the impofitjon, and fuffer him 
\o depart without an explanation ? Oh,' that villain, that 
villain hi^ brother has undone us all. 

SOPHIA. 

Villain> dp you call him ? Whither wou*d you tranf«o 

!>ort my imagination ? You kurry me with fuch rapidity 
rom one furprize to another, that I know not where tm> 
fiXy how to iadl, or what to believe^ 

LUCY. 

Oh, Madam, he is a villain, a moft accomplifii'd one; 
5ind, if I can but fnatch you from the fnarehe has fpread 
for you, I hope it will, in fome meafure, atone for the 
injuries I have done to you, and to that unhappy youth, 
^ho now — — O Heavens ! I fee him again ; he comes 
this way : I caiinot endure his fight 3 alive or dead I muft 
^vpid him* [Rum out^ 

SCENE VL 
3qphia, Belfiel'pTuniok.. 

« • . ..••*.■ 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

JLdorable Spphia ! this tranfport overpays my labours. 

S O f> H I A. 

$ir, Mr. Belfield, is it you? Oh, fupport me f ■■■■ 
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With my life, thou loyelieft 6f women ! Behold your 

f)Oor adventurer is returned ; happy paft compute, if hi$ 
iate is not indifferent to you ; ^-ich beyond meafure, if his 
fafety is worthy yoi^r conqefn.' 

SOPHIA. 

Releafe me, I befeech you : what have I done ! Sure 
you are top generous tp take advantage pf my coi^ufioin^ 
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BELFIEID JUKIOR. 

Pardon me, my Sophia ; the advantages I take from 
your confufton are not to be purchas'd by the riches of 
the Eafl: : I wou'd not forego the tranfport of holding you 
one minute in my arms for all that wealth and greatnels 
have to give, 

SCENE VII. 

Lady Dovji enters^ while Belfield Junior £r 
kneeling and embracing S e P H i A. 

LADY DOVE. 

Hey-day ! what's here to do with you both i 

SOPHIA. 

Ah I [Shrieks.'] 

BELFIELD J U N I O R. 

Confufion ! Lady Dove here. 

LADYDOVE. 

Yes, Sir, Lady Dove is here, and will take care you 
Ihall have no more garden dialogues. On your knees 
too !■ (The fellow was not half fo civil to me). Ridi- 
culous ! a poor beggarly fwabber truly As for you, 
Mrs. ' 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Hold, Madam, a^ much of your fury and foul language 
as you pleafe upon me ; but not one hard word againft 
that lady, or by Heavens !■ 

LADYDOVE. 

Come, Sir," none of your reprobate fwearing, none of 

Jour fea-noifes here; I wou'd my iirft hufband was alive, 
wou'd he was for your fake. I am furpriz'd Mifs Dove 
you have no more regard for your reputation ; a delicate 
twain truly you have chofen, juft thrown afhore from the 
pitchy bowels of a ihipwreck'd privateer. Go, go, get 
you in, for (hame ; your father fhall know of thefe goings 
pn, depend on't ; as for you. Sir 

[Exit Sophia. 
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SCENE vin. 

As Jhe Js going cuiy he Jiaps her. 
Eelfield Junior and Lady Dove.. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR- 

A word with you. Madam ; is this fair dealing ? What 
wou'd you' have faid, if I had broke in thus upon you 
and Mr. Paterfon ? 

LADY DOVE. I **• 

Mr, Paterfon ! why you rave j what is it yott mean ? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Come, come, this is too ridiculous : you know your 
reputation is in my keeping; call to mind whac paflTed 
between us awhile ago, and the engagement you are under 
on that account. 

LADY DOVE* 

Ha! ha! ha! 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Very well, truly y and you think to brave this matter 
out, do you ? 

LADY DOVE. 

Moft afluredly ; and (hall make Sir Benjamin call yott 
to account, if you dare to breathe a word againft my repu- 
tation : incorrigible coxcomb I to think I wou'd keep any 
terms with you after fuch an event. Take my word for 
it, Belfield, you are come home no wifer than you went 
out ; you miffed the only advantage you might have taken 
of that rencounter, and now I fet you at defiance : take 
heed to what you fay, or look to hear from Sir Benjamin. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Oh, no doubt on't : how can Sir Benjamin avoid fight- 
ing for your fake, when your Ladyfhip has fo liberally 
ccjuipp'd him with weapons ? [Exeunt feverally^ 

S C E N E IX. A Hall. 

Jonathan, Francis. 

jonathan. 
And fo, Sir, 'tis juft as I tell you; every thing in this 
family goes according to the will of the lady : for my own 
part, 1 am one of thofe that hate trouble; I fwim wit^ 
;he ilream, and m^ke my place as eafy as 1 ca|i. 
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-FRANCIS. 

Your looks, Mr. Jonathan, convince me that you live 
at your cafe. 

JONATHAN. 

I do fo; and, therefore, (in fpite of the old proverb, 
•' Like mafter, like man") you never faw two people 
more different than I and Sir fienjamin Dove. He, Lord 
help himjj^is a little peaking puling thing ; I am a jolly 
portable man, ^ you fee. It fo happen'd, that we both 
became wrdowers at the fame time ; I knew when I was 
well, and have continued fingle ever lince. He fell into 
the clutches of— Hark, fure 1 hear my Lady 

FRANCIS. 

» 

No, It Was nothing. When did the poor gentlemaa 
light upon this termagant ? 

JONATHAN. 

Lackaday, *twas here at the borough of Knaveftown, 
when mafter had the great conteft with *S quire Belfield, 
about three years ago : her firft hufband, Mr. Searcher, 
was a king's meflenger, as they call it, and came down 
cxprefs from a great man about court during the poll ; he 
caught a furfeit, as ill-luck wou'd have it, at the election- 
dinner; and, before he died, his wife, that's now my Lady, 
came down to fee him ; then it was mafter fell in love with 
iier: egad, 'twas the unluckieft job of all his life. 

SIR BENJAMIN Calls witbout. 

Jonathan ! why Jonathan ! 

FRANCIS. 

Hark, you are called. 

JONATHAN. 

Ay, ay, 'tis only my mafter ; my Lady tells the fervants 
not to mind what Sir Benjamin fays, and I love to do as 
I am bid. 

FRANCIS. 

Well, honeft Jonathan, if you won't move, I muft 5 
by this time I hope my young mafter is happy with your 
young miftreft, [Exit Francis* 
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SCENE X. 
Sir Benjamin Dove, and Jokatham". 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Why^ Jonathan, I fay. Oh, are jrou here? Why 
cou'dn*t you come when 1 call'd you. 

JONATHAN. 

Lackaday, Sir, you don't confider how much eafier It 
Is for you to call, than for me to come. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

I think, honeft Jonathan, when firft I knew you, you 
was a parifh orphan ; I 'prentic'd you out ; you run away 
from your mafter ; I took you into my family 5 you mar- 
ried ; I fet you up in a farm of my own, ftock'd it ; you 
paid me no rent; I receitr'd you again into my fervice, or 
rather, I (houM fay^ my Lady's. Are tbefe things fo, or 
does my memory fail me, Jonathan ? 

JONATHAN. 

Why, to be fure, I partly remember fomewbat of wba6 
your worfbip mentions. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE* 

If you partly remember fomething of all this, Jonathan^ 
don't entirely forget to come when 1 call. 

(CAPtAiN Ironsides without.) 
Hoy there ! within ! what nobody ftirring ! all hand9 
afleep ; all u/ider the hatchies ? 

sir benjamin dove. 
Hey-day, who the dickens have we got here ? • Old 
Captain Ironfidesy as I'm a fhiner; who cou'd have 
thought of this ? Run to the door, good Jonathan— nay, 
hold, there's no efcaping now: — what will become of 
me ? — he'll ruin every thing j and throVir the whole houfe 
into confufiom 

ironsides. 
What, Sir Ben ! my little knight of Malta ! give me 
a bufs, my boy. Hold, hold, fure I'm out of my reck- 
oning: let me look a little nearer; why, what mifhap 
-has befallen you, that you heave out thefe fignals <^ 
diftrefs I 

sir benjamin dove. 
Fm heartily glad to fee thee^ my old friend; but ^ 
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truce to your fea-phrafes, for I don't underftand them : 
what fignals of diflrefs have I about me ? 

IRONSIDES. 

Why that white flag there at your main tep-maft head : 
in plain Englifh, what doft do with that clout about 
thy pate i 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Clout, do you call it? 'Tis a little en dijhahille^ in- 
deed ; but there's nothing extraordinary, 1 take it, in 
a man's wearing his gown and cap in a morning ; 'tis the 
drefs I ufually chufe to ftudy in. 

IRONSIDES. 

And this hall is your library, is it ? Ah I my old friend, 
my old friend I But, come, I want to have a little chat 
with you, and thought to have dropt in at pudding-time, 
as they fay; for though it may be morning with thee. Sir 
Ben, 'tis mid-day with the reft of the world. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Indeed, is it fo late? — But I was fallen upon an agree- 
able tete a fete with Lady Dove, and hardly knew how 
the time pafTed. 

IRONSIDES. 

Come, come, 'tis very clear how your time has paflcd ; 
but what occafion is there for this fellow's being privy to 
our converfiation — Why don't the lubber ftir ? What does 
the fat, lazy oafF ftand ftaring at ? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

What fhall I fay now? Was ever any thing fo dif- 

trefling ? Why that's Jonathan, Captain j don't you 

remember your old friend Jonathan ? 

JONATHAN. 

I hope your honour's in good health ; I'm glad to fee 
your honour come home agaiq. 

I R o N s I P, E s, 
Honcft Jonathan, I came td vifit your maftrr^ and not 
you J if you'll go and ha(len dipner, and bring Sir Ben<f 
jamin his perriwig and cloaths, you'll do me a very 
acceptable piece of fervice; for, to tell you the truth, my 
friend, I haven't had «i comfortable meal of frefh provifum 
this many a day, [Ea// Jonathan. 



t6 THE BROTHERS: 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

*Foregad, you're come to the wrong houfe to find one^ 

IRONSIDES. 

And ft). Sir Knight, knowing I was welcome, and 
having met with a mifhap here, upon your coaft, I am 
come to tafte your good cheer, and pafs an evening with 
you over a tifF of punch. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

The devjl you are ! [Jftde.'] This is very kind of 

you : there is no man in tngland. Captain lronrides» 
better pleas'd to fee his friends about him than 1 am. 

IRONSIDES. 

Ay, ay, if 1 didn't think I was welcome, I (hou'dn't 
ha' come, 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

, You may be affur'd you are welcome. 

IRONSIDES. 

I am aiTur'd. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

You are, by my foul : take my word for it, you are. 

IRONSIDES. 

Well, well, what need of all this ceremony about a 
meal's meat ? who doubts you ? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

You need not doubt me, believe it ; I'll only ftep 
out, and afk my Lady what time (he has order'd dinner ; 
or whether fhe has made any engagement I'm nqt ap- 
priz'd of. 

IRONSIDES. 

No, no ; engagement ! how can that be, and you in 
this pickle ? Come, come, fit down ; dinner won't pome 
^ the quicker for your enquiry : and now tell mcj how does 
my god-daughter Sophia ? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Thank you, heartily. Captain, my daughter's well in 
health. 

IRONSIDES. 

That's well ; and how fares your fine new wife ? How 
goes on matrimony ? Fond as ever, my little amoro^§ 
Pove 5 always billing, always cooing ? 
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SIR BENJAMIN DOVE- 

No, Captain, no ; we are totally alterM in that refpeS t 
y^Q (hew no fohdnefs nbw before company ; my Lady is fo 
tlelicate in that particular, that ttotti the little notice (he 
takes of me in public, you wou'd fcarce believe we were 
hian and wife. 

IRONSIDES. 

, Ha, ha, ha ! why 'tis the very circumftance that wou'd 
confirm it; but Im glad to hear it; for of all thiilgs 
under the fun 1 moft naufeate your nuptial familiarities ; 
and^ tho* you remember I was fool enough to difluade 
you from this match, Ttn rejoic'd to hear you manage fo 
well and fo wifely. 

SIR^ENJAMINDOVE. 

No man happier in this life. Captain, no man happier; 
bne thing only is wanting ; had the kind ftars but crown'd 
- our endearments -1— ' 

iRON^sib.E^. 
What, my Lady don't breed then ? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

- Hufli, hufli ! for Heaven's fake, don't fpeak Co loud ; 
mou^d my Lady overhear you, it might put ftrange things 
.into her bead ; oh ! (he is a lady of delicate fpirits, ten- 
del* nerves, quite weak and tender nerves ; a fiiiall mat- 
ter throws her down ; gentle as a lanib ; ftarts at a ftrav^^ ; 
fpeak loud and it deftroys her : oh I my friend, yoU are not 
us'd to deal with womens conftitutions ; thefe hypocoh- 
driac tafes require a deal of management; 'tis but charity 
to humour them, and you cannot think what pairls it re- 
quires to keep them always quiet and in tempter. 

IRONSIDES. 

Ay, like enough, but here comes my Lady, and in ex- 
cellent temper, if her looks don't belie her. 

SCENE XL . 

Sir Ben j AmiKDovej Caj»taiJi Ironsides, 

and L A D Y Dov E. 

L A D V D O V E. 

What*s to do how. Sir Benjamin ? What's the matter 
that you fend for your cloaths in fuch a hurry? Cai^'t 
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you be contented to remain as you are ? Your prefent drefs 
is well enough to (lay at home in, and 1 don't know that 
you have any call out of doors. 

IRONSIDES. 

Gentle as a Lmb, Sir Benjamin. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

This attention of yours, my dear, is beyond mcafure 
flattering ! I am infiimely beholden to you ^ but you are 
fo taken up with your concern on my account, that you 
overlook our old friend and neighbour Captain Ironfides* 

LADYDOVE. 

Sir Benjamin, you make yourfelf quite ridiculous : this 
folly is not to be endur'd ; you are enough to tire the pa* 
. tience of any woman living. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

She's quite difcompos'd, all in a flutter for fear I fhou'd 
take cold by changing my drefs, 

IRONSIDES. 

Yes, I perceive flie has exceeding weak nerves. You 
are much in the right to humour her. 

LADY DOVE. 

Sir Benjamin Dove, if you mean that I fliou'd ftay a 
minute longer in this houfe, I infift upon your turning 
that old porpoife out of it : is it not enough to bring your 
naufeous fea companions within thefe doors, but muft I 
be compel rd to entertain 'em? Foh ! 1 Ihan't get the 
fcent of his tar jacket out of my noftrils this fortnight. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Hufli, my dear Lady Dove, for Heaven's fake, don't 
fhame and expofe me in this manner ; how can I poffibly 
turn an honeft gentleman out of my doors, who has given 
mc no offence in life ? 

LADY DOVE. 

Marry, but he has tho', and great offence tooj I tell 
you. Sir Benjamin, you are made a fool of, 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Nay, now, my dear fweet love be compos'd. 

LADY DOVE. 

Yes, forfooth, and let a young rambling raking prbdi* 
gal run away with your daughter. 
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SIR BENJAMIN DOVE^ 

How, what! ' 

LADY DOVE. 

A fine thing truly to be compos'd— — 

IRONS I'DES. 

Who is it your Ladyfliip fufpefts of fuch a defign ? 

LADY DOVE'. ^ 

, Who,, Sir ; why, who but your nephew Robert ? ^pfL 
flatter'd ue with a falfe hope, he was dead $ but, tam^ 
forrbw, we find him alive, and returned : and now you 
are cajoling this poor fimpie unthinking man, while your 
wild Indian, your favage there, is maiUDg ofF with his 
daughter, 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Mercy on us I what am I to think of all this ? 

IRONSIDES. 

What are you to think ! Why that it is a lie ; that you 
are an afs; and that your wife is a termagant. My nephew 
is a lad of honour, and fcorns to run away with any man's 
daughter, or wife either, tho', I think, there's little dan- 
ger of that here — ^^As for me, fooncr than mefs with fuch 
a Y'^c"9 I'^ fiarve : and fo. Sir fienjamin, 1 wiib you a 
good ftomacb to your dinner. [Exit. 

S C E N E XIL 
Sir B £ n j a. m £nDove, Lady Dove. 

LADY DOVE. 

IrtiCblent, unmannerly brute, was ever the like heard I 
And you to ftand tamely jyy : I d^eclare I've a great mind 
to raife the fervants upon him, fince I have no other de- 
fenders. Thus am 1 for ever treated by your fcurvy com- 
panions. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Be pacified, my dear, am I in fault ? But for Heaven's 
fake, what is become of my daughter i 

LADY DOVE. 

Yes, you can think of your daughter ; but (he is fafe 
enough for this turn ; I have taken care of her for one 
i¥hile, and thus I am rewarded for it. Am I a vixen, am 
I. a termagant ? Oh, had my firft hufband, had my poor, 
4ear, dead Mr. Searcher heard fuch a word, he wou'd have 
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rattled him — But he — What do I talk of? he was a mail i 
yesj yes, he was, indeed, a man — As for yoU ' «■ 

SIR B£NJAMIK DoVfi. 

Strain the coipparifon no farther, Lady Dove } therd 
are particulars, t dare fay, in which I fall fhort of Mn 
Searcher. 

IAdy bovE. 
Short of him ! Til tell you what. Sir Behjamin, I 
Valued the dear grey-hound that hung at his button-hole^ 
more than I do all the foolifh trinkets your vanity has 
lavifh'd on me. 

SIR BENJAMIK DOVE. 

Your Ladyfhip, doubtlefs, was the paragon of wives i 
I well remember, when the poor man laid ill at my 
1}orough of Knaveftown, how you came flying on the 
wings of Love, by the Exeter waggon, to vifit him before 
he died. 

tADYDOVEi 

I underftand your fneer. Sir, and 1 defpife it : there is 
one condition only upon whidh you may regain my for- 
feited opinion ; young Belfield, who, with this old fellow^ 
has defigns in hand of a dangerous nature^ has treated me 
with an indignity ftill greater than what you have noW 
been a witnefs to. Shew yourfelf a man upon this occa- 
lion. Sir Benjamin. 

SIR BENJAMIN D0V£« 

.Any thing, deareft, for peace fake. 

LADY DOVE. 

Peace fake ! It is war and not peace which I requife-i^ 
But come, if you will walk this way. Til lay the matter 
open to you. [ExeuHf^ 
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ACT III. S C E N E I. 

^he fea-Jhore before GoopwinV cahin. 

ViOLETTA, FaNNV. 
VIOLETTA. 

,/jLND when is this great match of Mr. Belfield^s 
^ bef 

FANNY. 

Alas ! Madam, we look to hear of it every day, 

VIOLETTA. 

You feem to confider this event, child, as a misfortune 
to yourfelf : however others may be affefted by Mr, Bel- 
field's marrying Mifs Dove, to you I conceive it muft "be 
matter of indifference. 

FANNY.' 

I hav^ been taught, Madam, to con{ider no event as 
matter of indifference to me, by which good people are 
made unhappy. Mifs Sophy is the beft young, lady living j 
Mr. Belfield is . 

VIOLETTA. 

Hold, Fanny ; do ftep into the houfe ; in my writing- 
box you will find a letter feaPd, but without a direftion, 
bring it to me. \^Exit Fanny.] I have been writing to 
this bafe man, for I want fortitude to fupport an inter- 
view. What, if I unbofom'd myfelf to this girl, and 
intrufted the letter to her conveyance ? She feems exceed- 
ingly honeft, and, for one of fo mean a condition, un- 
commonly fenfible ^ I think I may fafely confide in her* 
•-Well, Fanny. 

Enter Fanny. 

FANNY. 

Here is your letter. Madam. 

VIOLETTA. 

I thank you ; I trouble you too much ; but thou art a 
good-natur'd girl, and your attention to me fhall not go 
unrewarded. 

F A N N Y.- 

I am happy to wait upon you ; I wifh I cou'd do or fay 
f^ny thing to divert you j bujt my difcourfe can't be very 
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amufing to a lady of your fort; and talking of this wed*- 
ding feems to have mad^ ypu more melancholy than yon 
was before. 

VIOLETTA. 

Come hither, child; you have remarked my difquie-* 
tude, I will now difclofe to you the occafion of it : you 
feem interefted for Mifs Dove ; I too am touch'd with 
her fituation ; you tell me, fhe is the beft young lady 
living, 

FANNY. 

Oh ! Madam, if it were poffible for an angel to (;akp 
a human fhape, fhe mud be one. 

VIOLETTA. 

*Tis very well ; I commend your zeal ; you are fpeak- 
ing now of the qualities of her mind. 

FANNY. 

Not of them alone ; flie has not only the virtues but 
the beauties of an angel. 

VIOLETTA. 

Indeed ! Pray, tell me, is fhe fo very handfome ? 

FANNY. 

As fine a perfon as you cou'd wifh to fee ? 

VIOLETTA. 

Tall ? 

FANNY. 

About your fize, or rather taller. 

VIOLETTA. 

Fair, or dark complexion'd ? 

FANNY. 

Of a moft lovely complexion, 'tis her greateft beauty,* 
and all pure nature, I'll be anfwerable; then, her eyts 
are fo foft, and fo fmiling ; and, as for her hair > ■ 

VIOLETTA. 

Hey-day! why, where are you rambling, child? lam 
fatisfied ; I make no doubt fhe is a confummate beauty, 
and that Mr. Belfield loves her to diflradion. [Afide.'] I 
jdon't like this girl fo well as I did; fhe is a great talker j 
I am glad 1 did not difclofe my mind to her; Til go in 
and determine on fome expedient. [Exii. 

FANNY. 

Alas! poor lady! as fure as can be, fhe has been 
crofs'd in love ; nothing in this world befides cou.ld make 
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lier To miferable ; But Aire I fee Mr. Francis ; if falling 
in love leads to fuch misfortunes, 'tis fit I ihould get out 
tof his way. [Exit,. 

SCENE II. 
Frawcis, Philip. 

FRANCIS. 

Wasn't that y^ur fitter, Philip, that rail into the 
tabin f 

PHILIP. 

I think it was. 

F It A N c I s. 

You've made a good day's work bn't : the weather 
toming about fo fair, I think we've fcarce loft any thing 
bf value, but the fhip; didn't you meet the old Captain 
as you came down to the creek ? 

PHILIP. 

I did ; he has been at Sir Benjamin Dove's here, at 
Cropley-caftle, and i$ come back ih a cUrious humour. 

FRANCIS. 

So! fo I I attended my young mafter thither at the 
fame time j how came they not to return together ? 

PHILIP. 

That I can't telh— Come^ let's go in and refrefh our- 
felves. [Exeunt* 

SCENE III. 

Sophia DovEi Lucy Waters. 

' SOPHIA. 

Indeed, and indeed, Mifs Lucy Waters, thefe arc ftrong 
fadls which you tell me ; and, I do believe, no p'rudent 
woman wou'd engage with a man bf Mr. Andrew Bel- 
field's difpofition ; but what courfe am I to follow ; and 
how am I to extricate myfelf from the embarralTiliertts of 
my fituation ? 

t u C Y. 

Truly, Madam, you have but one refuge that I kno'w 
of. 

SOPHIA. 

And that lies in the arms of a young adventurer. O 
ILrUcy, Lucy, this is a flattering prefcription ; calculated 
i'ftther to humour the patient, than to remove the difesfe* 

F 
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LUCY. 

Nay, but if there is a neceffity for your taking this 
ftep 

SOPHIA. 

Ay, neceffity is grown ftrangely commodious of late, 
and always compels us to do the very thing we have moft 
a mind to. 

LUCY. 

Well, Madam, but common humanity to young Mr« 
Belfield— — -You muft allow he has been hardly treated. 

SOPHIA. 

By me, Lucy ? 

LUCY. 

Madam ! ■ ■ No, Madam, not by you ; but 'tis charity 
to heal the wounded, though you have not been a party 
in the fray. 

SOPHIA. 

I grant you ! — You are a true female philofopher 5 you 
would let Charity recommend you a hufband, and a huf- 
band recommend you to Charity — But I won't reafon 
upon the matter ; at leaft, not in the humour I am now 1 
nor at this particular time: no, Lucy, nor ii^ this par- 
ticular fpot; for here it was, at this very hour, yefterday 
evening, young Belfield furprized me. 

LUCY. 

And fee, Madam, pund^ual to the fame lucky moment, 
lie comes again : let him plead his own caufe ; you need 
fear no interruption j my Lady has too agreeable an en- 
gagement of her own, to endeavour at difturbing thofe of 
other people. [Exit Lucy. 

SCENE VL 
Sophia, Belfield Junior. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Have I then found thee, lovelieft pf women ? O ! So- 
phia, report has ftruck me to the heart ; if, as I am told^ 
to-morrow gives you to my brother, this is the laft time I 
am ever to behold you, 

SOPHIA. 

Why fo, Mr. Belfield ? Why (hould our feparation be 
,a neceUary confequence of our alliance i 
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B E L F lELD JUNIOR, 

Becaufe I have been ambitious, and cannot furvive tht 
pangs of difappointment. . 

SOPHIA. 

Alas ! poor man ! but you know where to bury your 
difappointments ; the Tea is ilill open to you ; and, take 
my word for it, Mr, Belfield, the man who can live three 
years, ay, or three months, in feparation from the woman 
of his heart, need be under no apprehenflons for his life, 
let what will befall her. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR.^ 

Cruel, infulting Sophia ! when I laft parted from you, 
I flattered myfelf I had left fome impref&on on your 

heart But in every event of my life, I meet a bafc, 

injurious brother ; the everlafting bar to my happinefs—- 
I can fupport it no longer ; and Mr. Belneld, Madam, 
never can, never fhall be yours* 

s o p H I A. 
How, Sir! never fhall be mine? What do you tell 
Tne? There is but that man on earth with whom I can 
be happy ; and if my fate is fuch, that he is never to be 
mine, the world, and all that it contains, will for ever 
after be indifferent to me. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

I have heard enough $ farewell ! 

SOPHIA. 

Farewell, fagacious Mr. Belfield ; the next fond female^ 
who thus openly declares herfelf to you, will, I hope, 
meet with a more galante reception than I have done. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

How, what ! Is't poffible ? O Heavens ! 

SOPHIA. 

What, youVe difcover'd it at laft ? Oh, fie upon you ! 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Thus, thus, let me embrace my unexpefted blefling : 
come to my heart, my fond, overflowing heart, and tell 
me once again that my Sophia will be only mine. 

SOPHIA. 

O man, man ! all defpondency one moment, all rap- 
ture the next. No queftion now but you conceive every 
difliculty is furmounted, and that we have nothing to do 
kut to run into each other's arms, make a fafliionable 

F 2 
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elopement, and be happy for life ; and I muft own to you^ 
Belfield, was there no other condition of our union, even 
this projedl fliould not deter me ; but I have better hopes^ 
provided you will be piloted by me ; for believe me, my 
good friend, 1 am better acquainted with this coaft than 
you are. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

I doubt not your difcretion, and (hall implicitly furren-. 
der myfelf to your guidance. 

SOPHIA. 

Give me a proof of it then by retreating from thia^ 

flace immediately ; 'tis my father's hour for walking, and 
would not have you meet ; befides, your brother is exr 
pe£led. 

BELF.IELD JUNIOR. 

Ay, that brother, my Sophia, that brother brings vcxa-. 
tion and regret whenever he is named ; but I hope, I needi* 
not dread a fecond injury in your efteem ; and yet I know 
not how it is, but if 1 was addifted to fuperftition — -— 

SOPHIA. 

And if I was addifted to anger, I fliou'd quarrel witt^' 
you for not obeying my injunctions with more readinefa. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

I will obey thee, and yet 'tis difficult Thofe lips, 

\vhich thus have bleft me, cannot difmifs me without— 

SOPHIA. 

Kay, Mr. Belfield, don't you well l,hen mercy 

Vpon us ! whofe coming here ? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

How, oh, yes I never fear^ 'tis a friend; 'tis Violetta; 
'tis a lady that I-- * -" 

SOPHIA. 

That you what, Mr. Belfield ?._What lady is it ? I 
^ever faw her in my life before. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

No, (he is a foreigner, born in Portugal, tho' of an 
Englifh family : the packet in which fhe was coming to. 
England founder'd along-fide of our fliip, and I was the 
inftrument of faving her life : I intcreft myfelf much in 
her happinefs, and 1 befcech you, for my fake, to be kind 
to her. ' 
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SOPHIA. 

He interefts himfelf much in her happinefs; he be- 
feeches me, for his fake, to be kind to her — What am I 
to judge of all this? 

S C E N E V. 

Sophia, Violetta. 

VIOLETTA. 

Madam, J afk pardon for this intrufion ; but I have 

bufinefs with you of a nature that^ 1 prefume I'm not 

miftaken, you are the young lady 1 have been directed to, 
the daughter of Sir Benjamin Dove? 

SOPHIA. 

I am. Madam ; but won't you pleafe to repofe yourfelf 
in the houfe? I underfiand you are a iiranger in this 
country. May I beg to know what commands you have 
for me ? Mr. ^^l^^ld has made me acquainted with fome 
cirCurtiftances relative to your ftory ; and, for his fake. 
Madam, I fhall be proud to render you any fervice in my 
power. 

VIOLETTA. 

For Mr. Belfield's fake, did you fay. Madam ? Has 
Mr. Belfield named me to you. Madam f 

SOPHIA. 

Is there any wonder in that, pray ? 

VIOLETTA, 

No, none at all. If any man elfe, fuch confidence 
wou'd furprize me; but in Mr. Belfield 'tis natural j 
there is no wondering at what he does. 

SOPHIA. 

You muft pardon me ; I find we think differently of 
Mr. Belfield. He left me but this minute, and in the 
kindeft terms recommended you to my friendfliip. 

VIOLETTA. 

'Twas he then that parted from you as I came up; 
I thought fo ; but I was too much agitated to obferve him 
—and I am confident he is too guilty to dare to look 
Ijpon me. 

SOPHIA. 

Why fo, Madam ? For Heaven's fake, inform me what 
injuries you have received fpm Me, Belfield j 1 muft own 
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to you, I am much interefted in finding him to be a mail 
of honour. 

V I O L E T T A. 

I know your fituation. Madam, and I pity Jt ; Provi- 
dence has fent me here, in time, to fave you, and to tell 
you- 

SOPHIA. 

What ? To tell me what f Oh ! fpeak, or I (hall fink 
with apprehenfion. 

VIOLETTA. 

To tell you, that he is my hufband. 

SOPHIA. 

Hufband ! your hufband ? What do I hear, ungenerous, 
bafe, deceitful Belfield ! I thought he feem'd confounded 
at your appearance J every thin^ confirms his treachery j 
and I cannot doubt the truth of what you tell me, 

VIOLETTA. 

A truth it is, Madam, that I mufl ever reflect on with 
the mofl forrowful regret. 

SOPHIA. 

Come, let me beg you to walk towards the houfe : I 
afk no account of this tranfadion of Mr. Belfield's ; I 
wou'd fain banifh his name from my memory for ever, 
and you (hall this inflant be a witneis to his peremptory 
difmiffion. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Belfield Junior, Paterson. 

belfield junior. 
And fo. Sir, th'efe are her Ladyfhip's commands, art 
they ? 

-PATERSON. 

This 18 what I am commiffion'd by Lady Dove to tell 
you : what report fhall I make to her ? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Even what you pleafe, Mr. Faterfon ; mould it and 
model it to your liking 5 put as many palliatives, as you 
think proper, to fweeten it to her Ladyfhip's tafle ; fo you 
do but give her to underfland that I neither can, nor will 
abandon my Sophia. Ceafe to think of her, indeed ! 
What earthly power can exclude her idea from my 
thoughts? I am furpris&'d l^ady Dove fbou'd (hink pi 
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fending me fuch a mefTage ; and I wonder. Sir, that jqvl 
fiiou'd confent to bring it, 

PATERSONt 

Sir ! ^ 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Nay, Mr. Paterfon, don't aiTume fuch a menacing air ; 
nor pradice on my temper too far in this bufinefs ; I 
know both your fituation and my own; confider. Sir, 
mine is a caufe that would animate the moft daftardly fpi«* 
riti your's is enough to damp the moft courageous. 

[Exit. 

PATERSON. 

A very fliort and fententious gentleman : but there is 
truth in this remark ; mine is but a forry commiflion, after 
all 3 the man's in the right to fight for his miftreis $ (he's 
wx)rth the venture ; and if there was no way elfe to be 
quit of mine, 1 fhould be in the right to fight too : egad, 
1 don't fee why averfion fhou'dn't make me as defperate as 
love makes him. Hell and fury ! here comes my Venus. 

SCENE VII, 
Paterson, Lady Dove. 

L A D Y D O.V E. 

Well, Paterfon, what fays the fellow to thy meffage f 

PATERSON. 

Says, Madam ! I'm afham'd to tell you what he fays ; 
^he'^ the arranteft boatfwain that ever I conversed with, 

LADY DOVE. 

But tell me what he fays. 

PATERSOM. 

Every thing that fcandal and fcurrility can utter againft 

you. 

LADY DOVE. 

Againft me ? What cou'd he fay againft me ? 

PATERSON* 

Modefty forbids me to tell you. 

LADY DOVE. 

Oh ! the vile reprobate ! I, that have been fo guarded 
in my conduct, fo difcreet in my partialities, as to keep 
^em iecret, even from my own hufband j but, I hope, he 
didn't venture to abufe my perfon. 
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PATERSON. 

No, Madam, no ; had he proceeded to fuch lengths^ 
I cou'dn't in honour have put up with it ; I hope 1 havd 
more fpirit than to fufFer any reflcftions upon your Lady- 
dip's perfonal accompliflinients. 

LADY DOVE, 

Well ; but did you fay nothing in defence of my repu- 
tation I 

PATERSON* 

Nothing* 

LADY DOVE, 

No? 

PAfERSON. 

Not a fyllable ! Truft me for that ; *tis the wifeft 'Hif 
upon all tender topics to be filent; for, he who takes 
upon him to defend a lady's reputation, only publifhes 
her favours to the world j and, therefore, I wou'd always 
leave that office to a hulband, 

LADY DOVE. 

'Tis true J and, if Sir Benjamin had any heart 

PATERSON. 

Come, come, my dear Lady> don't be too feverc upon 
Sir Benjamin ; many men of no better appearance thari 
Sir Benjamin have fliown themfelves perfect heroes : I 
know a whole family, that, with the limbs of ladies, have 
the hearts of lions. Who can tell but your hufband noiay 
be one of this fort ? 

LADY DOVE. 

Ah! 

PATERSON. 

. Well, but try him ; tell him how you have been ufeJ. 
and fee what his fpirit will prompt him to do. Apropos I 
here the little gentleman comes ; if he won't fight, 'tis 
but what you expeft ; if he will, who can tell where a 
lucky arrow may hit ? [ExiU 

SCENE VIIL 

Sir Benjamin Dove^ Lady Dove^^ 

ladVdove. 
Sir Benjamin, I want to have a little difcourfe in prh* 
▼ate with you. 

V ^ 
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SIR BENJAMIN DOVB. 

With me, my lady i 

LADY boVJE. 

With you, Sir Benjamin ; 'tis upon a matter of a very 
fe'rious nature ; pray fit down by me ; I don't know hovir 
it is, my dear, but I haVe obferv'd of late, with mucli 
concern, a great abatement in your regard for me; 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Oh ! fie, my lady^ why do you think fo ? What hfafori 
faavre you for (o unkind a fufpicion i 

LADYDOVE. 

'Tis in vain for you to deny it 5 I aiji cohViitcM ybii 
ha¥e done loving me. 

SIR BENjAMiiqr Dbvi£. 
Well,' now, I vow, my dear, as I am a fihnef, yoii 
do me wr6ng. 

lADYDOVE; ., 

Look'e^ Sir Benjamin, love like tniht ik apt ko Se 
quick -fighted ; and, 1 am perfuaded, 1 am not decciv'd 
in my obfervation. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Indeed^ and ihdecd, my Lady Dove, you atciife me 
Wrongfully. 

LADYDOVE. 

Miflake me not, my dear, 1 do not^accufe you ; I ac* 
tufe myfelf ; I am fenfible there are faults and imper- 
fedlions in my temper. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE; 

Oh ! trifles, my dear s mere trifles. 

L A D Y to O y E. 

Comej come^ I know you have led but an uncomfort- 
able life of late, and, I am afraid, IVe been innocently^ 
ill fome degree, the caufe of it. 

SIR BE NJAMIN DQVE. 

Far be it from me to contradid your ladyflxip^ if yoii 
are pleas'd to fay fo. 

lADYDOVE. 

I am fure it has been as 1 fay ; my over-fondnefs for 
jrou has been (roublefome and vexatious ; you hate con-' 
iinement, I know you do ; you are a man of fpirit^ andt 
formed to figure in the w^orld. 

. 6 
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SIS. BEKJAMIK DOVE. 

Oh ! yu flatter me. 

LADY DOVE. 

Nay, nay, there's no difguiiing it; you figh for aSkm ; 
your looki declare it : this alteration in your habit and 
appearance puts it out of doubt ; there is a certain quick- 
ncfs in your eye ; 'twas the firft fyniptom that attradcd 
my regards ; and, I am miftaken. Sir Benjamin, if you 
don't pofTeG as much courage a^ any man. 

SIR BEKJAMIN DOVE. 

Your ladyfhip does me honour. 

LADY DOVE. 

I do you juftice. Sir Benjamin. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Why, I believe, for the matter of courage, I have as 
much as my neighbours ; but 'tis of a ll range perveFfe 
quality ; for as fome fpirits rife with the difficulties they 
are to encounter, my courage, on the contrary, is always 
greateft when there is lead call for it. 

LADY DOVE. 

Oh ! you (hall never make me believe this. Sir Benja*- 
min ; you cou'dn't bear to fee me ill us'd, I'm poiitive 
you cou'dn't. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

'Tis as well, however, not to be too fure of that, lAfide. 

LADY DOVE. 

You cou'dn't be fo mean -fpiri ted, as to ftand by and 
hear your poor dear wife abus'd and infulted, and 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Oh ! no, by no means, 'twou'd break my heart ; but 
who has abus*d you and infulted you, and 

LADY DOVE. 

Who? Why, this young Belfield that I told you of. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Oh ! never liften to him ; a woman of your years (hou'd 
hzlve more fenfe than to mind what fuch idle young 
flcercrs can fay of you. 

LADY DOVE. 

R'/ing."] My years, Sir Benjamin ! Why, you arc more 
intolerable than he is ; but let him take his courfe ; let 
him run away with your daughter } it (hall be no further 
'^oncern of mine to prevent him. 
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SIR BENJAMIM DOVE, 

No, my dear, I've done that efFe<aually. 

LA D Y DOVE. 

How fo, pray ? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

By taking care he (han't run away with my eftate at 
the fame time. Some people lock their daughters up to 
prevent their eloping 5 I've gone a vwfer way to work 
with mine, let her go loofe, and lock'd up her fortune. 

LADYDOVE. 

And, o' my confcience, I believe you mean to do the 
fame by your wife j turn her loofe upon the world, as 
you do your daughter ; leave her to the mercy of every 
tree-booter ; let her be vilified and abus'd ; her honour, 
her reputation, mangled and torn by every paltry pri- 
vateering fellow that fortune cafts upon your coafts. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Hold, my Lady, hold ! young Belfield didn't glance at 
your reputation, i hope 5 did he ? 

LADY DOVE. 

Indeed but he did tho', and therein I think every wife 
has a title to her hufband's protection. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

True, my dear, 'tis our duty to plead, but your's to 
provide us with the brief. 

LADY DOVE. 

There arc feme infults. Sir Benjamin, that no man of 
fplrit ought to put up with ; and the imputation of being 
made a wittol of, is the moft unpardonable of any. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Right, my dear, even truth you know is not to be 
fpoke at all times ? 

LADY DOVE. 

How, Sir, wou'd you infinuate any thing to the dif- 
paragement of my fidelity? but chufe your fide,, quarrel, 
you muft, either with him or with me. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Oh ! if that's the alternative, what a deal of time hav« 
we wafted ? Step with me into my library, and I'll pen 
him a challenge immediately. ^^ExeunU 

i 

Enp of the Third Act, 
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Tht cahitt^ with a view of iht JeOy as hefir0» 



Philif, Lucy Waters. 



PHILIP. 



O W I have lov'd you, Lucy, and what I have fuf- 
fered on your account, you know well enough \ aiid you 
Ihou'dn't now, when I am ftruggling to forget you, come 
to put me in mind of paft afflidions: go, go, leave me: 
I pray you leave me. 

LUCY. 

Nay, Philip, but hear me. 

PHILIP. 

Hear you, ingrateful girl 5 you knpw it has been alt 
my delight to hear you, to fee you, and to fit by your 
iicle ; for hours have 1 done it ; for whole days together : 
but thofe days are paft ; I muft labour now for my live- 
lihood 'y and, if you rob me of my time, you wrong me 
of my fubfiftence. 

L u c Y.- 
O I Philip, I am undone if you don't prote£l me« 

PHILIP. 

Ah !, Lucy, that, I fear, is paft prevention. 

LUCY. 

No, Philip, no, I am innocent ; and, therefore, pcr- 
fecuted by the moft criminal of men : I have difclofed all 
Mr* Belfield's artifices to Mifs Sophia, and now am ter- 
rified to death J I faw him follow me out of the Park, as 
1 was coming hither, and I dare not return home alooe & 
indeed, Philip, I dare not, 

PHILIP. 

Well, Lucy, ftep in with me, and fear nothing 5 I fee 

the 'fquire is coming. He who can refufe his prote<3ioa 

to a woman, may he never tafte the bleflings a womaii 
canbeftow. ' • {ExeunJt^ 
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SCENE 11. 
Enter Belfield "Senior. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. - 

Ay, 'tis flie ! Confufion follow her ! — How perverfely 
has flue travcrs'd my projefts with Sophia I— By all thjit's 
rcfolute, ril be reveng d. — My Brother too return'd,— 
Vexatious circumftance ! there am I foil'd again—*— Since 
firft I ftcpp'd out of the path of honour, what have I ob- 

tain'd ? O treachery ! treachery ! if thou canft not ia 

this world make us happy^ better have remained that dull 
formal thing, an honefl man» and trufted to what the 
future might produce. 

Enter Philip. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

So, fellow, who are you? 

PHILIP. 

A man. Sir ; an honeft man. 

belfield'senior. 
A faucy one, methinks. 

PHILIP. 

The injurious are apt to think fo; however, I aft par- 
^n : as your riches make you too proud, my honeft]^ 
perhaps makes me too bold. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Oh ! I know you now ; you are fon to that old fellow 
I thought proper to difcharge from my farm : pleafe to 
betake yourfelf from the door of your cabin ; there's a 
young woman within I muft have a word with. 

PHILIP. 

If 'tis Lucy Waters you would fpeak with— — 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

If, rafcal ! It is Lucy Waters that I would fpeak with ; 
that I will fpeak with; and, fpite of your infolence, com- 
pel to anfwer whatever I pleafe to aflc, and go with me 
)vherever I pleafe to carry her. 

PHILIP. N 

Then, Sir, I muft tell you, poor as I am, (he is under 
my proteftion : you fee, Sir, I am arm'd ; you have n^ 
fight to force an entrance here ^ ancj, wbilc 1 have life, 
jrpH neyer flial}^ 
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BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Then be it at your peril, villain, if you oppofe me. 

[They figlf. 

Enter PaT£Rson, who beats down their fwords. 

PATERSON. 

For fhame, Mr. Belfield ! what are you about ? Tilting 
with this peafant. 

BELFIELD SENIOR* 

Paterfon, ftand ofF. 

PATERSON. 

Come, come, put up your fword. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Damnation, Sir ! what do you mean ? Do you turn 
againft me ? Give way, or, by my foul, I'll run you 
through. 

Enter Captain Ironsides and Skiff. 

IRONSIDES. 

Hey-day, what the devil ails you all ? I thought the 
whole {hip's company had fprung a mutiny. Mafter and 
I were taking a nap together for good fellowfhip ; and 
you make fuch a damn'd clattering and clafhing, there's 
no fleeping in peace for you. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Come, Mr. Paterfon, will you pleafe to bear me com- 
pany, or flay with your new acquaintance ? 

IRONSIDES. 

Oh ho ! my righteous nephew, is it you that are kick- 
ing up this riot ? Why, you ungracious profligate, would 
you murder an honeft lad in the door of his own houfe ? 
—his caftle — his caftellum— — ^Are thefe your frefh-waicr 
tricks ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Your language. Captain Ironfides, favours ftrongly of 
your profeffion ; and I hold both you, your occupation^ 
and opinion, equally vulgar and contemptible. 

PATERSON. 

Come, Mr, Belfield, come ; for Heaven's fal^e let us go 
home. 

IRONSIDES. 

My profeffion ! Why, what have you to fay to my pro- 
feffion, you unfan£iiiied whelp you I 1 hope His an homef^ 
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Vocation to fight the enemies of one*s country ; you, it 
feems, are for murdering the friends ; I truft, it is not for 
Aich a (kip-jack as thee art, to fleer at my. profeffion. 
Mafler, did'ft ever hear the like ? 

SKIFF, 

Never, Captain, never ; for my ovsfn part, I am one 
of few words ; but, for my own part, I always though ty 
that to be a brave fea-man, like your honour^ was the 
greateft title an Englifhman can wear. 

IRONSIDES* 

Why fo it is, SkifF : ahem ! 

B E L F I £ iTd senior. 

Well, Sir, I leave you to the enjoyment of your honours^ 
fo your fervant. Sirrah, I fhall find a time for you, 

[B^lfieU is going out* 

ironsides, 
Hark'e, Sir, come back, one more word with you* 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Well, Sir 

I R O N S I D E S. 

Your father was an honeft gentleman : your mother^ 
tho' I fay it, that fliou'd not fay it, was an angel ; my eyes 
acli when I fpeak of her : ar'n't you alham'd, firrah, to 
difgrace fuch parents ? My nephew Bob, your brother, is 
as honeft a lad, and as brave, as ever ftept between ftem 
and ftem ; a' has a few faults indeed, as who is free ? But 
you^ Andrew, you are as falfe as a quick-fand, and as 
full of mifchief as a fire-fliip. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Captain Ironfides, I have but little time to beftow on 
you 5 if you have nothing elfe to entertain me with, the 
looner we part the better. 

IRONSIDES, 

No, Sir, one thing more, and I have done with you 5 
they tell me you're parliament-man here for the borough 
of Knaveftown : the Lord have mercy upon the nation, 
when fuch fellows as thou art are to be our law-makers— 
For my own part, I can ftiift ; I'll take fliipping, and live 
in Lapland, and be dry-nurfe to a bear, rather than dwell 
in a country where I am to be governed by fuch a thing 
as thou art. 
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BELFIBLD SENIOR. 

By your manners I fhould guefs you had executed thit 
office already; however, lofe no time, fit out a neW 
Charming Sally, and fet fail for Lapland ; 'tis the pro-t 
pereft place for you to Jive in, and a bear the fitted com^ 
panion for you to keep, [Exeunt Belficld and Pateifon« 

IRONSIDES. 

Hark'e, Philip, I forgot to a(k what all this fiir was 
about. 

PHILIP. 

Sir, if you pleafe to walk in, I will inform you. 

IRONSIDE S« 

With all my heart. A pragmatical^ impertinent cox- 
comb ! Come, mailer, we'll fill a pipe, and hear the lad's 
fiory within doors. I never yet was afliam'd of my pro* 
feffion, and Til take care my profefiion fhall have no rea- 
fon to be aibam'd of me. lExiunf. 

SCENE III. 
BelfieldJunioRj Soi^HIA* 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Madam, madam, will you not vouchfafe to give me a 
hearing ? 

SOPHIA. 

Unlefs you couM recall an aft, no earthly power can 
cancel, all attempt at explanation is vain, 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Yet^ before we part for ever, obftinate, inexorable So- 
phia, tell mc what is my offence. 

SOPHIA. 

Anfwer yourfelf that queftion, Mr. Belfield j confulf 
your own heart, confult your Violetta. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Now, on my life, (he's meanly jealous of Violetta ^ 
that grateful woman has been warm in her commenda- 
tions of me, and her diftemper'd fancy turns that candouf 
into criminality. 

SOPHIA. 

Hah ! he feems confounded I guilty beyond all doubts 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

By Heaven I'll no longer be the dupe to thefe ba<f 
humours r Lucy Waters, Violetta, every woman flie fees- 
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or hears, alarms her jealoufy, overthrows my hopes, and 
roufes every pafiion into fury. Well, Madam, at lengtti 
I fee what you allude to ; I (hall follow yot^r advice, and 
confult'my Violetta; nay, more, confult my happinefs; 
for with her, at leaft, 1 fhall find repofe -, with you, I 
plainly fee, therd*can be none/ 

SOPHIA. 

'Tis very well. Sir ; the only favour you can now grant 
me, is never to let me fee you again ; for after what has 
pafs'd between uj, every time you intrude into my com- 
pany, you will commit an infult upon good breeding and 
humanity* 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Madam, PU take care to give you no furthe^ ofFen^e. 

[Exit. 

^ SOPHIA. 

Oh ! my poor neart will break ! 

SCENE IV. 
S6PHIA, Sir Benjamin Dovb. 

SIR BE ^f J AMIN DOVE. 

Hey-day, Sophia, what's the matter? What ails my 
child ? Who has offended you ? Did not I fee the younger 
Belfield pare from you juft now i 

SOPHIA. 

O, Sir ! if you have any love for me, don't name that 
bafe treacherous wretch to me any more. [Exitm 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Upon my word, 1 am young Mr. Belfield's moft obfe- 
quious fervant : a very notable confufion truly has he 
been pleafed to make in my family. Lady Dove raves, 
Sophia cries ; my wife calls him a faucy impudent fellow, 
my daughter fays he's a bafe treacherous wretch; from 
all which I am to conclude, that he has fpoke too plain 
truths to the one, and told too many lies to the other ; 
one lady, is irritated becaufe he has refus'd favours ; the 
other, perhaps, is alSiided becaufe he has obtained 'em. 
Lady Dove has peremptorily infilled lipon my giving him 
a challenge ; but, to fay the truth, i had no great fto* 
mach to the bufmefs, till this freih provocation : I per* 
ceive now, I am growing into a moft unaccountable rage ; 
\is fomething fo different from what I ever felt before, 

H 
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that, for \vh?.t I kiiov/, ir mcy be courage and I mif^akc 
it for ain:cr; I never c.l t^iiarr*.! with any man, and 
hitherto no tpr^'^ ever r/!itr el'd with me : egad, if once I 
bicak tVo irc< .t fl^an'i ih'p here : ii young Beltield dc-esn't 
prove mc a coward, Lady Dove dw.W lee that I am a muH 
vi fpirit. — Suic 1 Ice my gc:ntleniun coming hither again. 

L::Ur BelFIELD JUNIOR. 
BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

What mcanncfs, what infatuation poflcffes me, that I 
Ciould rcfolvc to throw myfelf once more in her way! 
but fhc*s gone, and yet I may efc-pe with credit. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Avj there he is, fure enough : by the mafs I don't like 
him : Til li lien awhile, and difcovcr what fort of a hu- 
mour he is in. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

I am afiiam'd of this weaknefs : 1 am determin*d to af- 
fiime a proper fpirit, and act as becomes a man upon this 
occafion. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Upon my foul I'm very forry for it. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Now am I io diftraclcd between love, rage, and difap- 
pointment, that I could find in my heart to facrifice her, 

myfelf, and all mankind. 

SIR BENJAMIN D O \' E. 

Lord ha' mercy upjn us, I'd better Iteal off and leave 
him to himfclf. 

B i: L F I E I, D JUNIOR. 

from an excefs 



And yet, perhaps, all this may proceed 
;f fcndiiJi's in my Sophia. 



SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Upon my word you are blcil with a moft happy af- 
furancc. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Something may have dropp'd from Violetta to alarm 
her jciiloufy ; and, working upon the cxquifite fcnfibiiity 
of her innocent mind, may have brought my fincerity into 
i;':eition. 



T 
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SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

I don't underfland a word of all this. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Now cou'd 1 fall at her feet for pardon, tho' I know 
not in what I have offended ; i have not the heart to 
move, l^ie upon it! What an errant coward has love 
made me ! •- 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

A coward, does he fay t 1 am heartily rejoic'd to hear 
it : if I mult needs come to adlion, pray Heaven it be 
with a coward ! I'll even take him while he is in the* 
humour, for fear he fhou'cj recover his courage, and I 
lofe mine.— — So, Sir, your humble fervant, Mr. Bel- 
field ! I'm glad I have found you. Sir. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Sir Benjamin, your molt obedient. Pray what are 
your commands now you have found me ? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Hold ! hold I don't come any nearer : don't you fee I 
am in a^ moft prodigious pnffion ? Fire and fury, what's 
the reafon you have made all this difordcr in my houfe ? 
my daughter in tears ; my wife in fits -, every thing in an 
uproar; and ail your doing. Do you think TU put up 
with this treatment? if you fuppofe you have a coward 
to deal with, you'll find yourfeU miiraken ; greatly mif- 
taken, let me tell you. Sir ! Mercy upon me, what a 
paffion I am in ! In fliort, Mr. Belfield, the honour of 
my houfe is concern'd, and 1 mud, and will, have fatif- 
fa£tion. — I think this is pretty well to fet in with; Tm 
horribly out of breath ; 1 fweat at every pore. What 
great fatigues do men of courage undergo ! 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Look'e, Sir Benjamin, I don't rightly comprehend 
what you wou'd be at; but, if you think I have injur'd 
you, few words are bed; difputcs between men of ho- 
nour are foon adjuftedi Tm at your fervice, in any way 
you think fit. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

How you fly out now I Is that giving me the fatisfac- 
tton I require ? I am the perfon injur'd in this matter, 
and, as fuch, have a right to be in a paflion j but I fee 
neither right nor reafon why you, who have done the 
4V7rofig, (hou'd be as angry as I, who have rcceiv'd it. 

H 2 
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BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

I fufpeft I have totally miftaken this honeft gentle- 
man ; he only wants to build fome reputation with his 
wife upon this rencounter, and 'twould be inhuman not 
to gratify him. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

What fliall 1 do now ? Egad I feem to have pos*d 
him : this plaguy fword flicks fo hard in the fcabbard— « 
Well, come forth rapier, 'tis but one thruft ; and what 
fhou'd a man fear that has Lady Dove for his wife i 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Hey-day I Is the man mad ? Put up your fword. Sir 
Benjamin ; put it up, and don't expofe yourfelf in this 
manner. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

You fhall excufe me. Sir ; I have had fome difficulty 
in drawing it, and am determined now to try what metal 
it*s made of, .So come on. Sir. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Really this is too ridiculous ; I tell you. Sir Benjaminy 
I am in no humour for thefe follies. I've done no wrong 
to you or yours : on the contrary, great wrong has been 
done to me ; but I have no quarrel with you, fo, pray, 
put up your fword. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Apd I tell you, Mr. Belfield, 'tis in vain to excufe 
yourfelf. — The lefs readinefs he (hews, fo much the more 
j-efolution I feel. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Well, Sir Knight, if fuch is your humour, I won't 
fpoil your longing. So have at you. 

£nier Lady Dove. 

LADY DOVE. 

Ah! [Shrleis.'] 

B E L F I EL D JUNIOR. 

Hold, hold, Sir Benjamin, I never fight in ladies com- 
pany. Why, I proteft you are a perfeft Amadis de Gaul ^ 
a Don Qiiixote in heroifm ; and the prefence of^this your 
Dulcinea renders you invincible. 

SIR Be'nJAMIN DOVE. 

Oh! my Lady, is it you? don't be alarm'd, my dear; 
^tis ^11 over : a fmall fracas between this jentleman and 
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myfelf; that's all; don't be under any furprlze; I be- 
lieve the gentleman has had enough ; I believe he is per« 
fedly fatisiied with my behaviour, and I perfuade myfelf 
ou will have no caufe for the future to complain of his. 
r. Belfield, this is Lady Dove. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Madam, to a generous enemy, 'tis mean to deny 
juftice, or with-hold applaufe. You are happy in the 
moft valiant of defenders ; gentle as you may find him ia 
the tender paflions, to a man. Madam, he acquits him* 
ielf like a man. Sir Benjamin Dove, in juftice to your 
merit, I am ready to make any fubmiffion to this lady 
you fliall pleafe to impofe.— If you fuiFer her to bully 
you after this, you deferve to be henpeck'd all the days of 
your life. 

JSIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Say no more, my dear Bob ; I fhall love you for this 
the longeft hour I have to live. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

If I have done you any fervice, promife me only one 
hour's converfation with your lovely daughter, and make 
what ufe of me you pleafe. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Here's my hand, you flxall have it j leave us. 

[Exit Belfield Junior^ 

LADY DOVE. 

What am I to think of all this ? It can't well be a con- 
trivance ; and yet 'tis flrange that yon little animal 
fhou'd have the afTurance to face a man, and be fo bafhful 
at a rencounter with a woman. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Well, Lady Dove, what are you mufing upon ? you 
fee you are obey'd, the honour of your family is vin«r 
dicated : flow to enter into thefe affairs ; being once vei¥- 
gag'd, I pertinacioufly conduct them to an iflTue. 

LADY DOVE. 

Sir Benjamin, I— -I 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Here, Jonathan, do you hear, fet my things ready in 
the library ; make hafte. 

LADY DOVSt 

I/ay^ Sir Sei\jsimin> I think* 
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Tbi cahin^ with a view of the Jea^ as Ufortm 
Phili?, Lucy Waters. 

PHILIP. 



O W I have lov'd you, Luc]r» and what I have fuf- 
fered on your account, you know well enough ; aiid you 
jbou'dn't now, when I am ftruggling to forget you, comei 
to put me in mind of paft afflidions : go, go, leave me : 
I pray you leaye me. 

LUCY. 

Nay, Philip, but bear me. 

PHILIP. 

Hear you, ingratcful girl ; you knpw it has been all 
nay delight to hear you, to fee you, and to fit by your 
jTide \ for hours have i done it ; for whole days together : 
but thofe days are paft ; I muft labour now for my live- 
lihood 'y and, if you rob me of my time, you wrong me 
of my fubfiftence. 

L U C Y.- 

O ! Philip, I am undone if you don't prote6i me« 

PHILIP. 

Ah !, Lucy, that, I fear, is paft prevention. 

LUCY. 

No, Philip, no, I am innocent ; and, therefore, picr- 
fecuted by the moft criminal of men : I have difclofed all 
^Ir. BclfieJd's artifices to Mifs Sophia, and now am ter- 
rified to death ; I faw him follow me out of the Park, as 
I vk/as coming hither, and I dare not return home alo^e& 
indeed, Philip, I dare not, 

PHILIP. 
Well, Lucy, ftep in with me, and fear nothing ; I fccf 

the 'fquire is coming. He who can refufe his protedioa 

io a woman, may he never tafte the bleflings a woman 
can bellow. ' VExtura. 
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SCENE 11. 
Enter Belfield ISenior. 

BELFIELD SENIOR.- 

Ay, 'tis flie ! Confufion follow her ! — How perverfely 



again- 

firft I ftcpp'd out of the path of honour, what have I ob- 
tained f O treachery ! treachery ! if thou canft not ia 

this world make us happy^ better have remained that dull 
formal thing, an honefl man, and trufted to what the 
Aiture might produce. 

Enter Philip. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

So, fellow, who are you? 

PHILIP. 

A man. Sir ; an honeft man. 

BELFIELDSEKIOR. 

A faucy one, methinks. 

PHILIP. 

The injurious are apt to think fo; however, I a(k par* 
^on : as your riches, make you too proud, my honeft]^ 
perhaps makes me too bold. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Oh ! I know you now ; you are fon to that old fellow 
I thought proper to difcharge from my farm : pleafc to 
betake yourfclf from the door of your cabin ; there's a. 
young woman within I mud have a word with. 

. . PHILIP. 

If 'tis Lucy Waters you would fpeak with 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

If, rafcal ! It is Lucy Waters that I would fpcak with ; 
that I will fpeak with; and, fpite of your infolence, com- 
pel to anfwer whatever I pleafe to aflc, and go with me 
>vherever I pleafe to carry her. 

PHILIP. N 

Then, Sir, I muft tell you, poor as I am, (he is under 
my proteftion : you fee. Sir, I am arm'd ; you have n^ 
fight to force an entrance here i and, \fhilc I have life, 
jrpH never flial}^ 
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BELFIELD SSNIOR. 

Then be it at your peril, villain, if you oppofe me. 

[They figbi. 

KnUr Patersok, whQ beats dswn their fwsrds. 

PATERSON. 

For fbame, Mr. Belfield ! what are you about ? Tilting 
with this peafant. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Paterfon, ftand off. 

PATERSON. 

Come, come, put up your fword. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Damnation, Sir ! what do you mean ? Do you tora 
againft me ? Give way, or, by my foul, I'll run you 
through. 

Enter Captain Ironsides and Skiff. 

IRONSIDES. 

Hey-day, what the devil ails you all ? I thought the 
whole fhip's company had fprung a mutiny. Mafter and 
I were taking a nap together for good fellowfhip ; and 
you make fuch a damn'd clattering and claihing, there's 
no fleeping in peace for you. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Come, Mr. Paterfon, will you pleafe to bear me com- 
pany, or flay with your new acquaintance ? 

IRONSIDES. 

Oh ho ! my righteous nephew, is it you that are kick- 
ing up this riot ? Why, you ungracious profligate, would 
you murder an honeft lad in the door of his own houfe ? 
—his caftle — his caftellum— — ^Are thefe your frefh-water 
tricks ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Your language. Captain Ironfides, favours ftrongly of 
your profeffion ; and I hold both you, your occupation^ 
and opinion, equally vulgar and contemptible. 

PATERSON. 

Come, Mr, Belfield, come ^ for Heaven's fal^^ let us go 
home. 

IRONSIDES. 

My profeffion ! Why, what have you to fay to my pro- 
feffion, you unfan£iiiied whel|) you ? 1 hope His an hQAef( 
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Vocation to fight the enemies of one*s country ; you, it 
feems, are for murdering the friends ; I truft, it is not for 
Aich a (kip-jack as thee art, to fleer at my. profeffion. 
Mafler, did'ft ever hear the like ? 

SKIFF. 

Never, Captain, never ; for my own part, I am one 
of few words ; but, for my own part, I always thought, 
that to be a brave fea-man, like your honour^ was the 
greateft title an Englifhman can wear* 

IRONSIDES* 

Why fo it is, SkifF : ahem ! 

B E L F I £ ifD SENIOR* 

Well, Sir, I leave you to the enjoyment of your honours^ 
fo your fervant. Sirrah^ I fhall find a time for you, 

IB^lfieU is going out. 

IRONSIDES, 

Hark'e, Sir, come back, one more word with you» 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Well, Sir 

I R O N S I D E S. 

Your father was an honeft gentleman : your mother, 
tho' I fay it, that fliou'd not fay it, was an angel ; my eyes 
acli when I fpeak of her : ar'n't you alham'd, firrah, to 
difgrace fuch parents f My nephew Bob, your brother, is 
as honeft a lad, and as brave, as ever ftept between ftem 
and ftem ; a' has a few faults indeed, as who is free ? But 
you^ Andrew, you are as falfe as a quick-fand, and as 
full of mifchief as a fire-fliip. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Captain Ironfides, I have but little time to beftow on 
you 5 if you have nothing elfe to entertain me with, the 
looner we part the better. 

IRONSIDES. 

No, Sir, one thing more, and I have done with you 5 
they tell me you're parliament-man here for the borough 
of Knaveitown : the Lord have mercy upon the nation, 
when fuch fellows as thou art are to be our law-makers— 
For my own part, I can ftiift ; I'll take fliipping, and live 
lA Liipland, and be dry-nurfe to a bear, rather than dwell 
in a country where I am to be governed by fuch a thing 
as thou art. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

The fea coafty as before. 
Goodwin, Fanny. 

GOODWIN. 

W Hat you tell me, Fanny, gives me great concern 
that Mr. Francis Ihou'd think to feduce the innocence of 
my child for a paltry bribe : what can have pafs'd to 
encourage him to put fuch an affront upon you ? 

FANNY. 

Till this propofal, which I tell you of, I always took 
Mr, Francis for one of the beft behav'd modefteft young 
men 1 had ever met with. 

GOODWIN. 

To fay the truth, Fanny, fo did I; but the world j^ 
full of hypocrify, and our acquaintance with him hag 

been very fhort. — (£«/^r Francis.) Hark*e, young 

man, a word with you ! What is it I or my children have 
done to offend you ? 

FRANCIS. 

Offend me ! what is it you mean ? 

GOODWIN. 

When your veffel was ftranded upon our coaft, did we 
take advantage of your diftrefs ? On the contrary, wasn't 
this poor hut thrown open to your ufe, as a receptacle for 
your treafures, and a repofe for your fatigues ? Have either 
thofe treafures, or that repofe, been invaded? Whom 
amongft you have we robb*d or defrauded ? 

FRANCIS. 

None, none ; your honefty has been as confpiouous as 
your hofpitality. 

G o o p w I N. 
Why then, having receiv'd no injury, do you feek to 

do one ? an injury of the bafeft nature You fee there 

a poor girl, whofe only portion in this world is her inno* 
cence, and of that you have fought to 

FRANCIS. 

Hold ; nor impute defigns to me which I abhor: you 
fay your liaughter has no portion but her innocences 
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aiTurM of that, I afk none elfe ; and, if fhe can forgive 
the ftratagem I have made ufe of, I am ready to atone for 
it by a life devoted to her fervice. 

GOODWIN. 

Well, Sir, I am happy to find you are the man I took 
you for, and cannot difcommend your caution ; fo that if 
you like my daughter, and Fanny is confenting— Biit, 
foft ! who have we got here ? 

FRANCIS. 

I wifh Mr. Paterfon was further for interrupting us 
juft now, 

SCENE III. 

"Enter Paterson. 

s PATERSON. 

Pray, good people, isn't there a lady with you of the 
name of Violetta? 

GOODWIN. 

There is. 

PATERSON. 

Can 'you direft me to her f 1 have bufinefs with her of 
the utmoft conlequence. 

GOODWIN. 

Fanny, you and Mr. Francis itep in and let the lady 
know. \^Exit Fanny and Francis. 

SCENE VI. 
Goodwin, Paterson. 

GOODWIN. 

If it's no offence, Mr. Paterfon, allow me to afk you 
whether there is any hope of our young gentleman here, 
who is juft return 'd, fucceeding in his addrefies to Mifs 
Dove ?. 

PATERSON. 

Certainly none, M after Goodwin. . 

GOODWIN. 

I'm heartily forry for it. 

PATERSON. 

I find you are a ftranger to the reafons which make 
againft it : but how are you interefted in his fuccefs ? 

GOODWIN. 

I am a witnefs of his virtues^ and confequently not in- 
4iffer^Qt to his fuccefs. « {Exit. 
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SCENE V. 
Paterson, Violetta. 

paterson. 
Madam, I prefum&your name is Violetta. 

VIOLETTA. 

It is, Sir. 

PATERSON. 

I wait upon you. Madam, at Mifs Dove's defirc, aqj 
lis a particular friend of Mr. Andrew Belfield's. 

V I O L E T"T a. 

Sir! 

PATERSONt 

Madam ! — > • ■ ■ 

VIOLETTA. 

Pray proceed. 

PATERSON. 

To intreat the favour of your company at CropIey-» 
eaftle upon bufinefs, wherein that lady and gentleman are 
intimately concerned : I prefume, Madam> you guefft 
what I mean. 

VIOLETTA. 

Indeed, Sir, I can't eafily guefs how I can pofRbly b? 
a party in any bufinefs between Mifs Dove and Mr. Bel- 
field. I thought all intercourfe between thofe perfons 
was now iatirely at an end. 

PATERSON. 

Oh ! no. Madam, by no means ; the affair is far frorn 
being at an end. 

VIOLETTA. 

How, Sir ! not at an end ? 

PATERSON. 

No, Madam ; on the contrary, from Sir Benjamin's 
great anxiety for the match, and, above all, from the very 
feafonable intelligence you was fo good to communicate 
to Mifs Sophia, 1 am not without hopes that Mr. Andrew 
Pelfield will be happy enough to conquer all her fcruples, 
and engage her confent to marry him. 

V I o L E T. T. A. 

Indeed ! but pray. Sir, thofe fcruples of Mifs Dove's, 
which you flatter yourfelf Mr, Belfield will fo happily 
conquer, hpw is it that ladies in this country reconcile 
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th^mfelves to fuch matters ? I ihou'd have thought fuch 
an obftacle utterly infurmountablei 

PATERSON. 

Why, to be fare, Madam, Mifs Dove has had fome 
doubts and difficulties to contend with; but duty, you 

know and, as I faid before, you. Madam, you have 

b^en a great friend to Mr» Belfield ; you have forwarded 
matters furprifingly. 

VIOI^ETTA. 

It is very furprifing, truly, if I have* 

PATERSON. 

You feem greatly Hagger'd at what I tell you: I fee 

?fou are no ftranger to the principles upon wnich young 
adies frequently adl in this country : I believe, Madam^ 
in England, as many, or more, matches are made from 
pique, than for love ; and, to fay the truth, I take this 
of Mifs Dove's to be one of that fort. There is a certain 
perfon, you know, who will feel upon this occaiion. 

V I O L B T T A. 

Yes '; I Well know there is a certain perfon, who will 
feel upon this occafion ; but, are the fufFerings of that 
unhappy one to be converted into raillery and amufc- 
ment ? 

PATERSON. 

Oh I Madam ! the ladies will t^ll you, that therein 
confifts the very luxury of revenge.— ^But, I befeech 
you, have the goodnefs to make hafte ; my friend Mr. 
^fslfield may fiand in need of your fupport. 

VIOLETTA. 

Thus infulted, I can contain myfelf no longer. Upon 
what infernal fliore am I caft ! into what fociety of de- 
mons am I fall'n ! that a woman, whom by an aA of 
honour, I wou'd have redeemed from mifery and ruin, 
fliou'd have the infolence, the inhumanity, to invite me 
to be a fpeilatrefs of her marriage with my own huf* 

band! . 

PATERSpNh 

With your huftand i What do I hear ? Is Mr. Andrew 
Belfield your hufband ? 

VIOLETTA. 

• Ay 5 do you doubt it ? Wou*d 1 couM fay he W4t 
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PATERSON* 

Juft Heaven ! you then are the Violetta, you are the 
Portuguefe lady 1 have heard fo much of, and married to 
Mr.Beliield; bafe and perfidious I — Why, Madam, both 
Mifs Dove and myfelf conceiv'd that 'twas the young ad« 
venturer with whom you fufFer'd fhipwreck, that 

VIOLETTA. 

What ! Lewfon, the brave, generous, honourable 
Lewfon ? 

PATERSON. 

Lewfon ! Lewfon I as fure as can be you mean young 
Belfield ; for now the recolleftion ftrikes me, that I've 
heard he took that name before he quitted England. 
That Lewfon, Madam, whom we believ'd you married 
to, is Robert Belfield, and younger brother to your huf«> 
band. 

VIOLETTA. 

Mercy defend me ! in:o what diflrefs had this mutual 
roiflake nearly involv'd us i 

PATERSON. 

Come then. Madam, let us lofe no time, but fly with 
all difpatch to Cropley-cafile ; 1 have a poft-chaifc wait- 
ing, which will convey us thither in a few minutes : but, 
before we go, 111 flep in and direct thefe good people t© 
find young Belfield, and lend him after us — Old Ironfides 
bnd all mud be there. 

SCENE VL 

Violetta alcKe. 

Let me refle61: upon my fiite Wedded, betray'd, 

abanv-ion'd ! at once a widow and a wife. All that my 
foul held dear in the fame hour obtain'd and loft. O 
falfe, falfe Belfield ! Strong indeed mull be that paffion, 
and deeply feated in my heart, which even thy treachery 
cou'd not eradicate ! Twice fhipwreck'd ! twice refcu'd 
from the jav»s of Death ; jufl Heaven ! 1 do not, dare not 
murmur, nor can 1 doubt but that thy hand invifibly is 
flrctch'd forth to fave mc, and thro' this labyrinth of for- 
row to conduct me to reoofe. 

Enter Paterson, 

PATERSON. 

Now, Madam, if you will trufl yourfelf to my convoy, 
I'll bring you into harbour, where you (hall never fuiFer 
(hipwrcck more. [^Exeuntm 
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SCENE VII. 

f 

4 • n 

I 

Sir Benjamin Dov e*s houfe. 

Sir Benjamin Dove, Lady Dove. 

SIR benjamin, dove. 
Upon thefe terms and Itipulations, Lady Dove, I con- 
fent to your rcmaming zx. Crcpiey-cafile. Enjoy you 
y^wir own prerogative, and leave me in poffeffion of mine g 
above all things, my dear, I muft infifl; that Mr. Paterfon 
t>e henceforward confider'd as my friend and companion, 
suid not your ladyihip's. , 

LADY DOVE. 

Nay, but fedccd and indeed, my dear Sir Benjamin, 
this is being too hard with me, to debar me the common 
gratifications of every woman of diftin(3ion : Mr. Pater* 
fon, you know, is/ny very particular friend. 

SJR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

THs for his being fo very particular, my dear, that I 
objeA to him. 

LADYDOVE. 

Friendihip, Sir Benjamin, is the virtuous recreation of 

.ilelicate and fufceptible minds ; wou'd you envy me that 

innocent pleafu re? Why you know, my deareft, that your 

pa£Bon for me, which was once fo violent, is now foften'd 

iijtd fubfided into mere friendfhip. 

SIR BENJfcAMIN DOVE. 

True,, my dear ; and, therefore, I am afraid left my 
love having, by eafy degrees, flacken'd into friendfhip, 
jbis iriend{hip inould, by as natural a tranfition, quicken 
into love j fay no more, therefore, upon this point, but 
leave me to Mr. Paterfon, and Mr. Paterfon to me— go- 
fend Sophia to me — oh here flie comes: your Ladyfhip 
need not be prefent at our conference ; I think my own 
.daughter furely belongs to my province, and not your's. 
Good moriiing to you. {Exit Lady Dove. 
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SCENE VIII. 

Sir Benjamin Dove, Sophia. 

sir benjamin dove. 
Well, daughter, are you prepar'd to comply with mj . 
dedres, and give your hand to Andrew Belfield this 
morning ? 

SOPHIA. 

Sir? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE.' 

My heart is fixt upon this event ; I have watch'd late 
and early to bring it to bear ; and you'll find, my child^ 
when you come to perufe your marriage fettlement, how .. 
tenderly I have confulted your happinefs in this match. 

SOPHIA. » ' ' 

Alas ! I (houtd never think of fearching for happinefs 
amongfl deeds and conveyances ; 'tis the man^ and not 
the money, that is likejly to determine my lot, 

SIRBENJAMIN DOVE. 

Well, and is not Mr. Belfield a man ? a fine man, as-I 
take it, he is, and a fine eflate I'm Aire he has got; then • 
it lies fo handy and contiguous to my own ; only a he^ge, 
betwixt us; think of that, Sophy, only a hedge that parts •' 
his manor from mine ; then confider, likewife, how , 
this alliance 'will accommodate matters in the borough 
of Knaveftown, where I and my family have flood three 
contefted eledions with his, and lofl two of them ; that 
fport will now be at an end, and our interefls will be 
confolidated by this match, as well as our eflates. 

SOPHIA. 

Still you miflake my meaning ; I talk of the qualities 
of a man, you of his pofTeflions ; I require in a hufband, 
good morals, good nature, and good fenfe ; what had all 
this to do with contiguous eflates, connected interefls^ 
and contefled eleflions f 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

I don't rightly underfland what you would have, child; 
but this I well know, that if money alone will not make 
a woman happy, 'twill always purchafe that that will. I 
hope, Sophy, you've done thinking of that rambling, 
idle young fellow, Bob Belfield, 
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SOPHIA'. 

Ptfnfh all thought of him for ever! -Nothing can be* 
more contrary, n^ore impoffible iiinature^ than my unionf 
Vith young Bclfield : age^ uglinefs, ill-iiature, bring any 
. thing to my arms, rather than him. 

SIR BENJAMIN tiOVt. 

Blit \^hy fo angry with him, child? This violent de- 
teftatioo and abhorrence is as favourable a fymptom as an/ 
rcafonaWe lover coa'd wiQi for. 

SCENE 1X4 
Enter P a x e r s o n, 

m 

i»ATERSOJf. ., 

Joy to you, Sir Benjamin ! all joy attend you both f 
•the bridegroom by this time- is arriv'd j we faw his equi- 
page enter the avenue as oufs dfove into the court. 

. SIR BENJAMIN D.OVE. .. 

Mr. Patcrfon, Sir, I know not if yet your friend is to! 
be 'a bridegroom ; I find my daughter here fo cold and 
tincomplying ; for rhy own part, 1 don't know ho^ I flialt 
•look Mn ISelfield in the face. 

P A T E R S O N. . 

' Fear nothing. Sir fienjamin : make hafte and receive 
your fon-in-law; I have news to communicate to Alifa' 
DovCy which I am confident will difpoTe her to comply 
\vfth your wiflies. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Well, Sir, I fliall leave her to' your tutorage. Thii' 
obliging gentleman undertakes not only for my wrfe, . but 
my daughter too. [£;;//.* 

s o P H t A. 
I am furprized, Mr. Paierfon— - 

p A t E R s o N. 
Hold, Madam, for one moment : I have made a difco- 
very of the laft importance to your welfare : you are in' 
an error with regard to young BelfieM — Violetta, the lady 
Jrou believ'd him married to, is here in the houfe ; 1 have" 
brought her hither at your requeft, and from her 1 Icarn' 
that the elder brother is her hufband ; he who this very 
morning, but for my difcovery, had been your';5 alfy. 

K: 
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SOPHIA. 

What's this you tell me. Sir? Where is this lady, 
where is Violettaj where is young Belfield ? 

PATERSON. 

VIoletta, Madam, 1 have put under fafe convoy, and 
by this time your waiting-woman has lodg'd her privately 
in the clofet of your bed chamber : there you will find 
her, and learn the whole procefs gf this providential 
efcape. I'll only fpeak a word to Sir Benjamin, and come 
to you without any further delay. lExit Sophia. 

SCENE X. 
Enter Sir Benjamin Dove and Belfield Senior. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Well, Mr. Paterfon, what fays my daughter ? 

P A T E R S O N. 

Every thing that becomes an obedient daughter to fey j 
fo that if this gentleman is not made completely happy 
within this hour, the fault will lie at hi^ door^ and not 
with Mifs Sophia. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

This is good news, Paterfon ; but I am impatient to 
have the ceremony concluded ; the bells are ringing, the 
parfon is waiting, and the equipages are at the door : 
ftep up to Sophia, and tell her to haften ; and hark'c, my. 
friend, as you go by Lady Dove's door, give her a call, 
do you mind me, only a call at the door : don't you go 
in ; fhe's bufy at work upon a large parcel of ribbands, 
which I've given her to make into wedding-favours, ihe'll 
be very angry if you go into her chamber. Go, go, get 
you gone. [Exit Paterfon, 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

How comes it to pafs. Sir Benjamin, that Mr. Paterfon 
rs become fo necefl'ary an agent in the female affairs of 
your family ? I confcfs to you luy pride is wounded, when 
1 find I am to thank him for your daughter's confent to 
marry me. The man that can prevail upon a woman to 
adt againft her liking, what may he not pcrfuade her to 
do with it ? 

SIR RENJAMIN DOVE. 

Your remark is juft ; Paterfon has certainly fome fccrct 
Acuity of perfualion -, and all that can be faid is, that 'tit* 
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better to fee your danger before marriage, than to be feel- 
ing it out, as I have done, afterwards. 

SCENE XL 
EnUr Captain Ironsides and Belfield Junior. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

What, old acquaintance, are you come to rejoicc^with 
me on this occafion ? — Bob Belfield too, as I live j you are 
both heartily welcome— 1 could have fpar'd their vifit 
notwithftanding. [J/ide.] 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

My brother here j vexation I 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Sir Benjamin, I come now to claim your promifc of one 
hour*8 converfation with your daughter, 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE* 

The devil you do I 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Ridiculous ! 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

To you. Sir, obligations of this fort may be matter of 
ridicule; but while 1 religioufly obferve all promifes I 
make to others, I fhall expeft others to be as obfervant 
of thofe they make to me, 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Sir, I have a moft profound veneration for your prin- 
ciples, and* am happy to find your underftanding fo much 
cultivated by travel ; but, in fpite of your addrefs, you 
will find it rather difficult to induce me to wave my right 
in Mifs Dove in favour of a profefs'd adventurer. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Shamelefs, unfeeling man ! an adventurer do you call 
me? You, whofe unbrotherly perfecution drove me to 
this- hazardous, this humiliating occupation i 

I R.o N s I D £ s. 
Sirrah I Bob! no reflexions upon privateering; it has 
lin'd your pockets well, you young rogue ; and you may 
tell your fine brother there, that we have landed treafure 
enough upon hiseftate to buy the fee-fimple of it ; ay, and 
for what 1 know, of Sir Wifeacre's here into the bargain. 

K 2 
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SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

What's that you lay. Captain Ironfidcs i Let's have a 
;word in a corner with you, 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

I.ook'c, Sir, if you conceive yourfelf wrong'd by mc, 
th'j;-.: IS but one way — You know your remedy, 

BE I. FIELD JUNIOR. 

I Viv • • ur mcaiiing, brother; and, to demonftrate 
how mui. " rp" rouracre is than yours, I muA con- 

fcfs to you, 1 dirt' i- h . "■ '*?: ^our nropolVl 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

No, no, Tve given hijn enough of that, I believe. 

IRONSIDES. 

Bob Belfield, if I did not know thee for a lad of mettle, 
I ll,r u'dn'c tell what to make of all this : for my own 
jpart, i underftand none of your fcruples and refirlements^ 
not i ; a man is a man ; and if I take care to give an aN 
front to no man, 1 think I have a right to take an aiFrpnC 
from no man. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Come, ge.itlemen, fufpffnd your difpute; here comes 
piy daughter, let her decide betwixt you. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Let me receive my fentencc from her lips', and I will 
fubmit to it. 

Enter Sophia, Paterson, af!d Lady Dove. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Here's a young genticnian, daughter, that will take no 
denial ; he comes to forbid the banns juft when you are 
both going into the church to be marriud. 

SOPHIA. 

LTpon my word, this is foiuething extraordinary. What 
are the gentleman's rcafons for this behaviour ? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

He claims a fort of promifc from mc that he (hou'd be 
indulged in an hour's convcrfation with you, before you 
give your hand to iib brcihcr, 

SOPHIA. 

An hour's converfation ! What little that gentleman 
can have to fay to mc, 1 believe, may be faid in a vcrjr 
few minutes, * 
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BELFIELD SENIOR. 

1 think, brother, this converfation don't promife a great 
deal. 

SOPHIA. 

In the £rft place, then. Town to this gentleman and 
the company prefent, that there was a time, when I en- 
tertained the higheft opinion of his merit. Nay, I will 
not fcruple to confefs that I had conceiv'd a Regard for 
him of the tendereft fort. 

IRONSIDES. 

And pray, young lady, how came my nephew to for- 
feit your good opinion? 

SOPHIA. 

By a conduft. Sir, that muft for ever forfeit not mjr 
cftcem only, but your's and all mankind's : I am forry to 
be his accufer, but I will appeal to you, Mr. Belfield, who 
are his brother, whether it is reconcileable either to ho- 
nour or humanity to profecute an affair of marriage with 
one> woman, when you are previoufly and indifpcnfibly 
cngag'd to another? 

BELFIELD SENIOR.' .> 

Humph ! 

SOPHIA. y 

Yet this, Sir, is the treatment I have receiv'd : judg^ 
therefore, if I can defire or confent to have any long con- 
verfation with a gentleman who is under fuch engage- 
ments ; nay, whom I can prove aftually married to ano- 
ther woman in this very houfe, and ready to vouch the 
truth of what I affert. Judge for me, Mr. Belfield, couM 
you believe any man capable of fuch complicated, fuch 
inconceivable villainy ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Heav'n$ ! This touches me too clofely. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Sir, I wou'd fain know what excufe you can have for 
this behaviour ? I can tell you. Sir, 1 don't underdand it. 

LADY DOVE. 

Oh! fie! fie upon you, Mr. Belfield! I wonder yoil 
are not afham'd to Ihow your face in this family. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Who ^efir'd you to put in your oar I 
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IRONSIDES. 

Why, firrah, wou'd not one wife content you? 'Tis 
enough in all reafon for one man j is it not. Sir JQenjamin? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Sir, when it is prov'd 1 am married, accufe me. 

IRONSIDES. 

Look*e, Bob, I don't accufe you fqr marrying; 'twas 
an indifcrction, and I can forgive it; but to deny it, is a 
mcannefs, and I abhor it. 

SOPHIA. 

Mr. Belfield, do you fay nothing upon this occafion? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Paterfon, 1 am ftruck to the heart ; I cannot fupport 
my guilt: I am married to Violetta; fave me the confufioa 
of relating it : this difhonourable engagement for ever I 
renounce ; nor will I reft till I have made atonement to 
an injur'd wife. Madam, I beg leave to withdraw for a 
few minutes. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Jtold, Sir; this contrivance is of your forging; jrou 
have touch 'd me too near; and now, if you dare draw 
your fword, follow me. 

SOPHIA. 

Hold, gentlemen, you forget the lady is now in the 
houfe ; fhe is a witnefs that will effeftually put an end to 
your difpute ; I will ccndu£l her hither. [Exit. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

I agree to it. 

IRONSIDES. 

Hark'e, nephew, I fhrewdly fufpefl: )^ou have been lay- 
ing a train to blow yourfelf up : if once Bob comes fairly 
along- fide of you, ycull find your quarters too hot to hold 
you : I never yet found my boy out in a lie, and fiian't 
tamely fee a lie impos'd upon him ; for while he is honeft-, 
and I have breath, he fhall never want a friend to ftand 
by him, or a father to proteft him. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Mr. Patcru?n, explain my ftory; I will depart this in-- 
ftant in fcarci; of Violetta. 
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Enter Sophia, and V i o l E T T a; 

SOPHIA* 

Stay! I conjure you; ftay, turn, and look back upon 
this lady, before you go. (Prefenting Violetta.] 

BELFZELD SENIOR. 

My wife ! 

SIR BBKJAMIN D0V&«> 

Hey-day ! here's a turn. 

IROKSIDES. 

I thought how 'twou'd be. 

VIOLETTA. 

Yes, Sir, your faithful, your forfaken wife, 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

How (hall I look upon you ? What fhali I fay ? Where 
Ihall I hide my confufion ? Oh ! take me to your arms, 
and in that foft fhelter let me find forgivenels and pro- 
tei£lion ! 

VlOLETTA. 

Be this your only punishment ! and this. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Was it then a fitter I preferv*d from death ? 

BEBFIELO SENIOR. 

What's this I hear ? Oh ! brother, can you pardon 
too? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Be indeed a brother, and let this providential event 
be the renovation of your friendfliip, 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

What (hall I fay to you. Madam? [7i Sophia.] Pa- 
terfon, you know my heart ; bear wilnefs to its remorfe. 
By Heav'n my fecrec refolution was, inftantly to have 
departed in fearch of this my injur'd wife ; but I'm not 
worthy even of your refcntmcnt : here is one that merits, 
and returns your love. [Turning to bis Brother. 

IRONSIDES. 

Come, god-daughter, we can never fay the fleet's fairly 
come to an anchor, while the admiral's fhip is out at fea. 
IPre/iniing BdHeld junior."] My nephew here is as honeft 
a lad as lives, and loves you at the foul of him : give 
faim your hand, and Til broach the lait ched of dollars. 
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SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

What's that you fay. Captain Ironfidcs i Let's have a 
;word in a corner with you, 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

rook'c, Sir, if you conceive yourfelf wrong'd by mc, 
the.': IS but one way — You know your remedy, 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

I liv ■ '. ur meaiiing, brother; and, to demonflrate 
how mui. - rr'" courage is than yours, I muA COXI7 

fcfs to vou, 1 d".r:^ i: .. . "• -'p: -our proi^rif;-^ 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

No, no, Tvc given hijn enough of that, I believe. 

IRONSIDES. 

Bob Belfield, if I did not know thee for a lad of mettle, 
I llw.u'dn'c tell what to make of all this : for my owii 
part, i underftand none of your fcruples and refirlements. 
not 1 ; a man is a man ; and if I take care to give an aN 
front to no 'man, 1 think I have a right to take an affrpnt 
from no man. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Come, ge.ulemen, fufpend your difpute; here comes 
my daughter, let her decide betwixt you. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Let me receive my fentencc from her lip^, and I will 
/ubmit to it. 

Enter Sophia, Paterson, a^d Lady Dove. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Here's a young gentleman, daughter, that will take no 
denial ; he comes to forbid the biuins juft when you are 
both going into the church to be mani'jd. 

SOPHIA. 

Upon my word, this is fomething extraordinary. What 
are the gentleman's rcafons for this behaviour ? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

He claims a fort of promifc from me that he (hou'd be 
indulg*d in an hour's convcrfation with you, before you 
give your hand to hh brcihcr, 

SOPHIA. 

An hour's qonvernuion ! What little that gentleman 
can have to fay to mc, I believe, may be faid in a verjr 
fey/ minutes. 
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BELFIELD SENIOR. 

1 think, brother, this converfation don't promife a great 
deal. 

SOPHIA. 

In the £rft place, then, lown to this gentleman and 
the company prefent, that there was a time, when I en- 
tertain'd the higheft opinion of his merit. Nay, I will 
not fcruple to confefs that I had conceived a Regard for 
him of the tendereft fort. 

IRONSIDES. 

And pray, young lady, how came my nephew to for- 
feit your good opinion? 

SOPHIA. 

By a conduft. Sir, that muft for ever forfeit not mjr 
cftcem only, but your's and all mankind's : I am forry to 
be his accufer, but I will appeal to you, Mr. Belfield, who 
are his brother, whether it is reconcileable either to ho- 
nour or humanity to profecute an affair of marriage with 
one; woman, when you are previoufly and indifpenfibly 
cngag'd to another? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. /^ 

Humph ! 
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SOPHIA. 



Yet this, Sir, is the treatment I have receiv'd : judg^ 
therefore, if I can defire or confent to have any long con- 
verfation with a gentleman who is under fuch engage- 
ments ; nay, whom I can prove actually married to ano- 
ther woman in this very houfe, and ready to vouch the 
truth of what I affert. Judge for me, Mr. Belfield, cou'd 
you believe any man capable of fuch complicated, fuch 
"inconceivable villainy ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Heav'ns ! This touches me too clofely. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Sir, I wou'd fain know what excufe you can have for 
this behaviour ? I can tell you. Sir, 1 don't underftand it. 

LADY DOVE. 

Oh! fiel fie upon you, Mr. Belfield! I wonder yoil 
are not afham'd to (how your face in this family. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Who ^eCr'd you to put in your oar I 
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IRONSIDES. 

Why, fsrrah, wou'd not one wife content you ? 'Tis 
enough in all reafon for one man j is it not, Sir JQenjamin? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Sir, when it is prov'd 1 am married, accufe me. 

IRONSIDES. 

Look*e, Bob, I don't accufe you fqr marrying; *twas 
an indifcrction, and I can forgive it; but to deny it, is a 
meannefs, and I abhor it. 

SOPHIA. 

Mr. Belfield, do you fay nothing upon this occailon? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Paterfon, lam fl^ruck to the heart $ I cannot fupport 
my guilt: I am married to Violetta; fave me the confufioa 
of relating it : this diihonourable engagement for ever I 
renounce ; nor will I reft till I have made atonement to 
an injur'd wife. Madam, I beg leave to withdraw for a 
few minutes. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

rtold, Sir; this contrivance is of your forging; you 
have touch'd me too near; and now, if you dare draw 
your fword, follow me. 

SOPHIA. 

Hold, gentlemen, you forget the lady is now in the 
houfe ; fhe is a witnefs that will effeflually put an end to 
your difpute; I will ccndu£l her hither. [Exitm 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

I agree to it. 

IRONSIDES. 

Hark'e, nephew, I fhrewdly fufpefl: you have been lay- 
ing a train to blow yourfelf up : if once Bob comes fairly 
along- fide of you, you'll find your quarters too hot to hold 
you : I never yet found my boy out in a lie, and fiian't 
tamely fee a lie impos'd upon him ; for while he is honeft, 
and 1 have bresth, he fhall never want a friend to ftand 
by him, or a father to proteft him. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Mr. PateriV>n, explain my ftory; I will depart this in- 
flant in fcarch of Violetta. 



A COMEDY. 7t 

£nter Sophia, and Violetta: 

SOPHIA. 

Stay ! I conjure you ; ftay, turn, and look back upon 
this lady, before you go. (Prefenting Violetta*] 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

My wife ! 

SIR BENJAMIN D0VE«> 

Hey-day ! here's a turn. 

IRONSIDES. 

I thought how 'twou'd be. 

VIOLETTA. 

Yes, Sir, your faithful, your forfaken wife, 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

How (hall I look upon you ? What fhall I fay ? Where 
Ihall I hide my confufion ? Oh ! take me to your arms, 
and in that foft fhelter let me find forgivenefe and pro- 
tection ! 

VIOLETTA. 

Be this your only punishment I and this. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Was it then a fitter I preferv'd from death ? 

B E L F I EL D SENIOR. 

What's this I hear ? Oh ! brother, can you pardon 
too? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Be indeed a brother, and let this providential event 
be the renovation of your friendfliip. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

What (hall I fay to you. Madam? [7i Sophia.] Pa- 
terfon, you know my heart ; bear wilr.efs to its remorfe. 
By Heav'n my fecret refolution was, inftantly to have 
departed in fearch of this my iniur'd wife 5 but I'm not 
worthy even of your refcntmcnt : here is one that merits, 
and returns your love. [Turning to bis Brother. 

IRONSIDES. 

Come, god-daughter, we can never fay the fleet's fairly 
come to an anchor, while the admiral's fhip is out at fea. 
[^Prefenting Belfieldywwor.] My nephew here is as honeft 
a lad as lives, and loves you at the foul of him : give 
faim your hand, and I'll broach the lail ched of dollars. 
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to make him a fortune deferving you. What fay youj 
my old friend ? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Here's my hand ! IVe fpoke the word ; fhe's his ow'n* 
Lady Dove, I won't hear a fylkblc to the contrary. 

IRONSIDES. 

Then, the galleon is thy own, boy. What (hou'd 

an old fellow lilce me do with money ? Give me a warm 
night-cap, a tifF of punch, and an elbow-chair in your 
chimney-corner j and Til lay up for the reft of my days# • 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

How fliall I give utterance to my gratitude, or my 
love ? , 

Enter Goodwin, Fanny, Francis, Philip, 

and Lucy. 

^ SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

DO, fo ! more work for the parfon* 

IRONSIDES. 

What ! Francis, haft thou chofen a mate, and art 
bound upon a matrimonial cruize as well as thy. mafler I 

FRANCIS. 

Ay, Sir ; fo he is happy as well as myfelf, and has nm 
objedtion to my choice. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

What ! Are you all aflembled to overwhelm me with 
confufion ? Like fome poor culprit, furrounded by a crowd 
of witneflcs, 1 Hand convicied and appall'd. But all your 
wrOi^gs fhall be redrefs'd ; your's Goodwin ; Philip's ; 
Lucy's .. my whole life fliall be employ'd in afts of juftice 
and atonement. Virtue, and this virtuous woman, were 
my firft ruling paffions. 

Now they refume their fecial foft controul, 
" And love and Jiappincfs poflefs my foul. 
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Spoken by Mr. BARRYMORE. 



AMONG the tawny fons of Indian lands, 
The Hero, who alpires to lead their bands, 

Muft proof afford, ere he his caufe can gain, 

Of refolution, and contempt of pain : 

Ere they'll confefs him fit for them to die. 

Whips, ftings, and fire, his fortitude muft try ! 

Affembled Chiefs the defp'rate conteft view, 
^ Jjaflift the torture, and the pang renew ! 

And, ihould be, while the fiames his reins embrace^ 

Heavs one poor figh, or even breathe apace, 
• With fcorn and ignominy, he's expell'd ; 

By boys and women in derifion held ! 

But iL to pain fuperior, he comes forth 

Equsa to heroes of acknowledg'd worth, 

Applau^tbg fhouts re-echo to the Ikies, 

And all 'hearts claim him as his country's prize ! 
Severe the taflc U ^Who would to fame afpir^ 

In lands like thefe, where Virtue's try'd by fire ? 

Scarce lefs fevere his tafk who pants for fame, 

Scorch'd by the ardour of Poetic flame ; 

While fable, diSipn, pathos, wit and tafte, 

I^ike fcorpion whips, and racks, are round him plac'd t 

For, while to conquer each defeft he tries, 
*' On the ftrong torture of the mind he lies !'* 

Rafhly refolv'd to dare impending fate. 
To-night comes forth a hardy candidate. 
The Critic lafli, the ntore than mortal ftings. 
When Obloquy the Poet's bofom wrings. 
When Difappointment gnaws his bleeding heart, 
And mad Refentment hurls her venom'd dart. 
When angry Noife, Difguft, and Uproar rude. 
Damnation urge, and ev'ry hope exclude, 
Thefe, dreadful tho' they are, can't quite repel 
Th' afpiring mind, that bids the man excel. . 

Tho' rules, alone, would yield a barren fame, 
Such praife as rules can merit he may claim. 
Each unity's preferv'd, nor knows the play 
A lapfe of time beyond the clofe of day i 
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SOPHIA. 

What's this you tell me. Sir ? Where is this lady, 
where is Violettaj where is young Belfield ? 

PATERSON. 

VIoletta, Madam, I have put under fafe convoy, and 
by this time your waiting-woman has lodg'd her privately 
in the clofet of your bed chamber : there you will find 
her, and learn the whole procefs of this providential 
efcape. I'll only fpeak a word to Sir Benjamin, and come 
to you without any further delay. [Exit Sophia* 

SCENE X. 
Enter Sir Benjamin Dove and Belfield Senior. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Well, Mr. Paterfon, what fays my daughter ? 

PATERSON. 

Every thing that becomes an obedient daughter to fay } 
fo that if this gentleman is not made completely happy 
within this hour, the fault will lie at hib door^ and not 
with Mifs Sophia. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

This is good news, Paterfon 5 but I am impatient to 
have the ceremony concluded 5 the bells are ringing, the 
parfon is waiting, and the equipages are at the door : 
ftep up to Sophia, and tell her to haften ; and hark'e, my. 
friend, as you go by Lady Dove's door, give her a call, 
do you mind me, only a call at the door : don't you go 
in ; fhe's bu fy at work upon a large parcel of ribbands^ 
which I've given her to make into wedding-favours, fhe'll 
be very angry if yOu go into her chamber. Go, go, get 
you gone. [Exit Paterfon* 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

How comes it to pafs. Sir Benjamin, that Mr. Paterfon 
rs become fo neceflary an agent in the female affairs of 
your family ? I confefs to you my pride is wounded, when 
1 find I nm to thank him for your daughter's confent to 
marry me. The man that can prevail upon a woman to 
a£l againfl her liking, what may he not pcrfuade her to 
do with it ? 

SIR B-ENJAMIN DOVE. 

Your remark is juft ; Paterfon has certainly fome fecret 
faculty of perfuaiion > and all that can be faid is, that 'tis* 



A COMEDY. 67 

better to fee your danger before marriage, than to be feel- 
ing it out, 03 I have done, afterwards. 

SCENE XL 
Enter Captain Ironsides and Belfield Junior. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

What, old acquaintance, are you come to rejcicc^with 
me on this occafion ? — Bob Belfield too, as 1 live ; you are 
both heartily welcome— 1 could have fpar'd their vifit 
notwithftanding. [JJiA.] 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

My brother here j vexation I 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Sir Benjamin, I come now to claim your promife of one 
hour*8 converfation with your daughter. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

The devil you do ! 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Ridiculous ! 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

To you. Sir, obligations of this fort may be matter of 
ridicule; but while 1 religioufly obferve all promifes I 
make to others, I fhall expedt others to be as obfervant 
of thofe they make to me. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Sir, I have a moft profound veneration for your prin- 
ciples, and' am happy to Rnd your underftanding fo much 
cultivated by travel ; but, in fpite of your addrefs, you 
will find it rather difficult to induce me to wave my right 
in Mifs Dove in favour of a profefs'd adventurer. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Shamelefs, unfeeling man ! an adventurer do you call 
me? You, whofe unbrotherly perfecution drove me to 
this- hazardous, this humiliating occupation i 

I R.O N S I D £ S. 

Sirrah! Bob! no refledions upon privateering; it has 
lin'd your pockets well, you young rogue ; and you may 
tell your fine brother there, that we have landed treafure 
enough upon his eftate to buy the fee-fimple of it ; ay, and 
for what 1 knoW) of Sir Wifeacre's here into the bargain. 

K 2 
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SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

What's that you lay. Captain Ironfides i Let's have a 
,word in a corner with you. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

I.ook'e, Sir, if you conceive yourfelf wrong'd by mc^ 
th'jic IS but one way — You knovv your remedy, 

BEX. FIELD JUNIOR. 

I Vw ' '- ur meaning, brother; and, to demonfcrate 
how n-.Lc . .s - n'" courage is than yours, I mufl con7 
fefs to vou, 1 d-.i:* i- n -."■"^p: ';our nropr^frl 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

No, no, Tve given hifn enough of that, I believe. 

IRONSIDES. 

Bob Belfield, if I did not know thee for a lad of metde, 
I lh« u'dn't tell what to make of all this : for my owii 
part, i underftand none of your fcruples and refirlements. 
not 1 ; a man is a man ; and if I take care to give an at- 
front to no man, 1 think I have a right to take an affrpnt 
from no man. 

« . . . r 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Come, ge.ulemen, fufpend your difpute; here comes 
piy daughter, let her decide betwixt you. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Let me receive ray fentencc from her lips, and I will 
/"ubinit to it. 

Enter Sophia, Paterson, /?»/// Lady Dove. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Here's a young gentleman, daughter, that will take no 
denial ; he comes to forbid the b;i:ins juft when you are 
both going into the church to be married. 

SOPHIA. 

Ll"pon my word, this is fomething extraordinary. What 
are the gentleman's rcafons for this behaviour? 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

He claims a fort of promifc from me that he {hou'd be 
indulged in an hour's convcrfation with you, before you 
give your hand to hh brcihcr. 

s o P PI I A. 

An hour's converfntion ! What little that gentleman 
can have to fay to mc, 1 bclievej may be faid in a very 
fey/ minutes. 
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BELFIELD SENIOR. 

1 think, brother, this converfation don't promlfe a great 
deal. 

SOPHIA* 

In the firft place, then, I own to this gentleman and 
the company prefent, that there was a time, when I en- 
tertain'd the higheft opinion of his merit. Nay, I will 
not fcruple to confefs that I had conceiv'd a regard for 
him of the tendereft fort. 

IRONSIDES. 

And pray, young lady, how came my nephew to for- 
feit your good cfpinion? 

SOPHIA, 

By a condufl:. Sir, that muft for ever forfeit not mjr 
cftcem only, but your's and all mankind's : I am forry to 
be his accufer, but I will appeal to you, Mr. Belfield, who 
are his brother, whether it is reconcileable either to ho- 
nour or humanity to profecute an affair of marriage with 
onei woman, when you are previoufly and indifpcniibly 
engaged to another/ 

BELFIELD SENIOR. /^ 

Humph ! ^' 

SOPHIA. ^ 

Yet this. Sir, is. the treatment I have receiv'd : judg^ 
therefore, if I can defire or confent to have any long con- 
verfation with a gentleman who is under fuch engage- 
ments ; nay, whom I can prove a£lually married to ano- 
ther woman in this very houfe, and ready to vouch the 
truth of what I affert. Judge for me, Mr. Belfield, cou'd 
you believe any man capable of fuch complicated, fuch 
inconceivable villainy ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Heav'ns ! This touches me too clofely. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Sir, I wou'd fain know what excufe you can have for 
this behaviour ? I can tell you. Sir, 1 don't underftand it, 

LADY DOVE. 

Oh ! fie ! fie upon you, Mr. Belfield ! I wonder you 
are not afham'd to Ihow your face in this family. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Who ^efir*d you to put in your par I 
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IRON SI DBS. 

Why, firrah, wou'd not one wi/e content vou? 'Tis 
enough in all rcafon for one n-i^n ; is i: not. Sir fienjamin? 

BE 1. FIELD JUNIOR. 

Sir, when it is prov'J 1 am marricu, accufe me. 

IRONSIDES, 

LookV, Feb, I don't accufe you i'cr rr.arrying; 'twas 
an ir.ai'.cicrion, np.d I cm forgive i:; but to deny it, is a 
nKanncls, and I abhor ic. 

SOPHIA. 

Mr. BcIticlJ, do you Uy ::o:hir.^ upon izls cccafion? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Patc^rfon, 1 am ihuck to the heart j I cannot fupport 
mv j:ui!t: I am married to Violetta; iave me the confuiicB 
of rciat.ng i: : this diflioncurable engagement for ever I 
renounce ; nor will I reil till I have made atonement ta 
an h-n'i wite. Madam, 1 be^ kivc to withdraw for a 
few minutes. 

BFLFIELD JUNIOR. 

pMo'd. Sir; this contrivance is c? your forging; ycu 
h.:ve rouch\i tr.e too ncarj and new, if you dare draw 
vour iwcri, f»:l!c'%v me. 

SOPHIA. 

Hc*'d* g?r.::crrcr., yc: :' r^e: the !iiy is now in the 
?el?:hld jrxjoR. 

T « — -w- :• • ■% - " 
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Enter Sophia, and V i o l e t t a; 

SOPHIA. 

Stay ! I conjure you ; ftay, turn, and look back upon 
this lady, before you go. [rrefenUng Violetta*] 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

My wife ! 

SIR BENJAMIN D0VE«> 

Hey-day ! here's a turn. 

IRONSIDES. 

I thought how 'twou'd be. 

V10I4ETTA. 
Yes, Sir, your faithful, your forfaken wife* 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

How (hall I look upon you ? What fhall I fay ? Where 
Ihall I hide my confufion ? Oh ! take me to your arms, 
and in that foft (helter let me find forgiveneis and pro- 
tediion ! 

VlOLETTA. 

Be this your only punishment ! and this. 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Was it then a fitter I preferv'd from death ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

What's this I hear ? Oh ! brother, can you pardon 
too? 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

Be indeed a brother, and let this providential event 
be the renovation of your friendfliip. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

What (hall I fay to you. Madam? [7i Sophia.] Pa- 
terfon, you know my heart ; bear wilnefs to its remorfe. 
By Heav'n my fecret refolution was, inftantly to have 
departed in fearch of this my iniur'd wife ; but I'm not 
worthy even of your refcntmcnt : here is one that merits, 
and returns your love. [Turning U bis Brother. 

IRONSIDES. 

Come, god-daughter, we can never fay the fleet's fairly 

come to an anchor, while the admiral's fhip is out at fea. 

- [^Prefenting BelfieIdy««/or.] My nephew here is as honeft 

a lad as lives, and loves you at the foul of him : give 

faim your hand, and I'll broach the lall ched of dollars. 
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to make him a fortune deferving you. What fay youj 
zny old friend ? 

SIR BEN*JAMIN DOVE. 

Here's my hand ! IVe fpoke the word ; fhe's his ow'n* 
Lady Dove, I won't hear a fyll'Jjlc to the contrary. 

IRONSIDES. 

Then, the galleon is thy own, boy. What (hou'd 

an old fellow like me do with money ? Give me a warm 
night-cap, a tifF of punch, and an elbow-chair in your 
chimney-corner j and Til lay up for the reft of my days* • 

BELFIELD JUNIOR. 

How fliall I give utterance to my gratitude^ or my 
love ? 

Enter Goodwin, Fanny, Francis, Philip, 

and Lucy. 

^ sir benjamin dove. 

So, fo ! more work for the parfon» 

ironsides. 
What ! Francis, haft thou chofen a mate, and art 
bound upon a matrimonial cruize as well as thy mafler \ 

FRANCIS. 

Ay, Sir ; fo he is happy as well as myfelf, and has n^ 
objjsdtion to my choice. 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

What ! Arc you all afl'embled to overwhelm me with 
confufion ? Like iome poor culprit, furrounded by a crowd 
of witneflcs, 1 iiand convicied and appall'd. But all your 
wrongs fhall be redrefs'd ; your's Goodwin 5 Philip's ; 
Lucy's : my whole life fliail be employ'd in afts of juftice 
and atonement. Virtue, and this virtuous woman, were 
my firft ruling paiSons. 

Now ihey rcfume their fecial foft controul, 
" And Icvc and Jiappinefs poflefs my foul. 
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rous kindnei^ which never can, nor ever ought 
to be forgotten. 

The Town have beheld, with delight and 
furprife, the increafing excellence of Mifs 
Farren ; and, thinking fhe had attained per- 
fection, have been aftonifhed, when they faw 
her next, at their own miftake. In the pre- 
fent inftance, her exertions, and even the 
very manner of them, have been as pleafing 
to me, as they were beneficial to the Comedy. 
I can only add, fhe has excelled herfelf ; and, 
though that thought be old, it never was more 
properly applied. 

Having mentioned thefe, it were injuftice 
to the reft of the performers not to thank them ; 
both for the difplay of talents, the merits of 
which are well known, and the ardour, I may 
fay the anxiety, they teftified for my fuccefs* 
Yes, I moft fmcerely thank them all ; and only 
forbear to name them, individually, becaufe I 
cannot find expreffions, various and warm 
enough, to convey my thoughts, without 
making true and well deferved praife aflume^ 
the form of laboured panegyric. 

Upper Mary-le-bone Street, 
March, 1787. 
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BELFIELD SENIOR. 

1 think, brother, this converfation don't promife a great 
deal. 

SOPHIA. 

In the firft place, then, I own to this gentleman and 
the company prcfent, that there was a time, when I en- 
tertain'd the higheft opinion of his merit. Nay, I will 
not fcruple to confefs that I had conceiv'd a regard for 
him of the tendereft fort. 

IRONSIDES. 

And pray, young lady, how came my nephew to for- 
feit your good cfpinion? 

SOPHIA. 

By a condufl:. Sir, that muft for ever forfeit not mjr 
cftcem only, but your'ci and all mankind's : I am forry to 
be his accufer, but I will appeal to you, Mr. Belfield, who 
are his brother, whether it is reconcileable either to ho- 
nour or humanity to proi'ecute an affair of marriage with 
one> woman, when you are previoufly and indifpenfibly 
cngag'd to another/ 

BELFIELD SENIOR. .■• 

Humph ! 

SOPHIA. 

Yet this, Sir, is the treatment I have receiv'd : judg^ 
therefore, if I can dcfirc or confent to have any long con- 
verfation with a crcntlcman who is under fuch engiigc- 
ments ; nay, whom I can prove actually married to ano- 
ther woman in this very houfe, and ready to vouch the 
truth of what I affert. Judge for me, Mr. Belfield, cou'd 
you believe any man capable of fuch complicated, fuch 
'inconceivable villainy ? 

BELFIELD SENIOR. 

Heav'ns ! This touches me too clofely. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Sir, I wou'd fain know what excufe you can have for 
this behaviour ? I can tell you. Sir, 1 don't underftand it. 

LADY DOVE. 

Oh 1 fie ! fie upon you, Mr. Belfield ! I wonder you 
are not afham'd to Ihow your face in this family. 

SIR BENJAMIN DOVE. 

Who ^efir'd you to put in your oar I 
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gentlewomaa to be kept up ; dozing over a dull 
novel, or nodding in an antichamber and an 
arm chair^ while others are taking their pleafure, * 
and lofing their eftates, among their friends. 
Lapelle. Good morrow, Mrs. Pinup. 
Mrs. Pinup. Good morrow, Mr. Lapelle ! 
Good night, you mean.— I have not been in 
bed yetr 
Lapelle. Nol 

Mrs. Pinup. That vile bedfide bell f — ThcfW 
wear me h^gard before 1 am <Ad\ Knew I 
Ihould not reft long, lb threw myfelf down 
in my clothes ; and, juft as I was got into a 
found fleep, tingle, tingle, tingle; up. I muft 
get, to drefs my lady, who, for my part, I be- 
♦ lieve, never fleeps at all. 

Lapelle. Why, yes ; your fafhionable folks 
are a kind of ghoftsf that walk of nights, and 
greatly trouble the repofe of valets and lady's 
Ynaids^^-^arid late hours, like white painty are 
excellent promoters of crack 'd complexions. 

Mrs. Pinup. I declare, upon my honour, I 
am as tired as — as 

Lapelle. A hackney coach horfe, on a rainy 
Sunday. 

Mrs. Pinup. Yes— and as drowfy as — 
Lapelle. An alderman at an oratorio— Yout 
Lady had a deal of company at her rout — ^Was 
Sir Frederick Faftiion there ? 
. , Mrs. PJnup. To be fure- 

Lapelle. He is a prpdigious favourite with your. 
Lady, I think* 

Mrs. Pinup. Favourite ! — There are ftrange 
dbin2:s in this world ! — Staid I know not how 
long, after every body elfe was gone ! 
' ^ Ldpelle': ' Wha^t, alone^ with your Lady ? 
' Mrs.''i'wi(/^;*&^ *•- 

*J2 ' Lapelle. 
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Lapelle. Indeed !— Was Mrs. Modely at the 
rout-^? 

Mrs. Pinup. Yes — but don't afk me any 
queftibns ; it'^ impoflible I fhould fay ten words 
more : . I am talking in my fleep now.-— When I 
get up, in the morning, that is, about ttoree 
o'clock in the afternoon, Fll tell you all ; fo good 
iiight. 

SCENE III. 

* Lapelle. A wonderful change in a flaort time !. — 
Lady Morden, young, handfome, and full of 
fpirits, was, hot a month ago, referved in her 
conduft, fond of her hufband, contented with 
home, and, indeed, a miraculous kind of ex- 
ception among wives of quality. Whereas, 
now, (he has fuddenly turned fantaftical in^'drefs, 
capricious in temper, free of fpeech, and, wlxat 
we half-bred folks (hould call, light of carriage- 
She games with the women, coquettes with the 
men, and feems, in every refpeft, . anibitious to 
become— -a woman of fafliion. As for my 
Lord — why — he is a man of fafliion. 

SCENE IV, General Burlanc^ 

LapeLle. 

■ Gen. Burland. Is your Lady up, Mr. Lapelle ? 

Lapelle. Yes, Sir — I believe flie has never been 
in bed. 

Gen. Burland. Who — ^what do you mean ? 

Lapelle. My Lady had a rout laft night. 

Gen, Burland. A rout— -and never in bed ? Im* 
poffible! 

Lapelle. Yes ! but it's very true. Sir, 

B 2 Gen. 
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Gen« Burliind. Lady Morden ! She whonij but 
a few weeks fince^ I left fo fingular, (b anioeiit 
api example of fimplicity, and purity of manners I 

Lapelle. Sir Frederick Fafliion was here. 

Gen. Burland. Sir Frederick Fafliion ! 

hafclU. He (laid after every body elfe had re-^ 
tired. 

Gen. Burland* What ! alone, with Ijady 
Morden ? 

Lapelle. So her Ladyfliip's woman, who is 
fcarcely yet undrelTed, informed me. 

Gen. Burland. [after a faufe of afiM^mmt\ 
Why, then, all hopes of goodnefs, in this world, 
are vanifbed! — Go — ^bid my daughter, my 
Emily, come to me. 

Lapelle. She is not ftirring, I fanqr. Sir, 

Gen. Burland. But I fancy flie is. Sir ; I am 
fure ftie is.~-What, Sir, ftic had not a rput^ tQ 
keep her up all night ! 

Lapelle^ She was of my Lady's party, I believe. 
Sir. 

Gen. Burland. [after a pauje ef great anxietyl^ 
Go — ^go--p-pray, go, and do as I bid you. 

SCENE V. 

Gen, Burland. What will this town, this 
world, coxTie to ! The only perfectly amiable, the 
only enchantingly virtuous woman I knew, fefci- 
nated at laft, and finking into the gulph oJF 
depravity ! — She wijl drag down my Emily too 1— ^ 
No ! rU hide her in a foreft, fcclude her in a 
cave, rather than fuffer her to be infefted by the 
pcl^iferous breath of this contagious town. — rBut 
is flie not already tainted ? — Of my Lady's 
party !— She that I left her with as a pattern, 

com- 
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* commanded her to obferve, to ftudy, to imitate, 
in all things J 

SCENE VL General BtrRLANi>, LapeIle. 

Gen. Burland. Well, where is my daughter ? 
Lapelle. I have called her woman, and (he 

^ill call Mifs Emily- 
Gen. Burland. VU call her myfelf--and it 

(hall be the moft imgentle call (he has long heard 

from me. 

SCENE VII. Lapelle, Harriet, in the 

drffs of a Croat. 

Lapelle. Who comes here NSome foreign (har- 
per, I dare fay— ^One of my Lord's morning 
duns for laft night's debts. 

Harriet, [with tl>e broguf\ Hark you, young 
man ; may I be afking you where I will find my 
Lord Morden ? 

Lapelle. He is not come down. Sir. 

Harriets Oh, that, I fuppofe, is becafe he is 
|iot up- 

Lapelle. My Lord told me he expefted a 
gentleman, or two, would call— but he has had 
fo many calls lately— 

Harriet. That he is a little flow in anfwering ? 

Lapelle. Rather Riches, regularity, and 

roaft beef, will foon, J fear, take their leave of 
our houfe, 

Harriet. Faidth, and that may yiry will be; 
for they are aU three become great vagaboncis. 
Riches is turned Amirican pedlar. Regularity a 
Pruflian grenadier, and as for Roaft Beef, why, 
fhe Frinch arp now fo fond of good ould Eng- 

li(b 
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Jifli fafhions, that poor Roaft Beef is tranfportedi 
alive to Paris. 

Lapelle. My Lord, I believe, is a little out of 
'Cafli, atprefent. 

Harriet. Witt, now, that is viry prudent of 
him to put it out : for, whin a man finds he-' can't 
Tceep his calh hirnfelf, he is viry right to lit odther 
people keep it for him. •; 

Lap ell e. Nay, then, I don't know a more- care- 
ful gentleman. 

. Harriet. Careful ? Why, fure, always whin a 
a man of fpirit begins to take care of his money, 
'tis becafe he has none. 

Lapelle. Well, Sir, if you will pleafe to leave 
your card, his Lordlhip, I fuppofe, will know 
who has called. 

Harriet. Indeed and he won't. 
Lapelle* How (oy pray. Sir? 
Harriet. Faidth, for a viry good raifon — Hq 
niver faw me in his life. 

Lap elk. Who then Ihall I fay ? — 
Harriet. And is it my i^ame you would know ? 
Lapelle. If you pleafe. 

Harriet. Let me fee — What the white divle is 
my name now ? — Oh ! — Char-les Phelim OTire- 
away ; an Iriftiman by accident, a gintleman by 
poUcy, and a captain of Croats, in the Aufb:-ian 
farvis, by defign. — Do you undei*ftand that riddle 
now ? 

Lapelle. Not clearly. 

Harriet. I did not intind you fhould — What 
time can I fee my Lord ? 

Lapelle. Moft likely, about one. 
Harriet. Will, then, give him this litter, and 
inform his Lordfhip I will take the liberty of 
calling, this afternoon, to bid him a good-mor- 
row. 

* SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. LapeItI^e. Lord MoRDEN,^ 

i 

Lord Morden. [in bis morning gown and flippers ^ 
and calling as he enters'] Lapelle ! 

Lapelle. So ! here he comes, already. [aH^ 
Jwering] My Lord. 

Lord Morden. What time is it ? 

Lapelle. Eleven o^clock, my Lord. 

Lord Morden. What a damn'd night have I 
pafled ! — Is my coffee ready ? 

Lapelle. FU go and fee, my Lord. 

SCENE IX. Lord Morden. 

\fthrows htmfelf on the /of a"] This head ache ! — 
No reft !— Oh for half an hour^s fleep ! — A curfe4 
iilly courfe of life, mine ? — But there is no ac- 
counting in the morning foi* the condudt of 
over-night. 

SCENE X. Lord Morden, Lapelle 

with coffee. 

Lord Morden. This is not half ftiong enough — 
get me fome as ftrong as poflible. — Any meffagei 
[rijes]. 

Lapelle. This letter, my Lord. 

SCENE XI. Lord Morden. 

From Lady Weftbrook, I fee. [reads'] — ^' Um 
*^ — A young lady in difguife !— um — Will relate 
^^ her own ftory ! — um — ^um — Rely on your 
" honour to keep her fecret, and ferve her caufe ! 
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tt —Would have addrefled myfelf to Lady M«r- 
*' deft, but for reafons which you fliall know 
** hereafter ! — " 

* 

SCENE XII. Lord Mordei^, LiAI^Slle, 

twVir more coffee. 

Lord Morden. WTio brought this letter ? 

Lapillfi. An IrKh gAtitlcmaa, in a foreign drefs. 

IjovdiMorden. A gentleman ! 

Lapelle. Said he would call aboot one^ my 
Lord. 

Lord Morden* Shew him into my room, ud 
inform nie the iitftant he comes. 

Lapelle. General Burland is Jiere. . 

Ijovd Morden. [afide'] General Burland \ 2k>unds! 
. Li^elle. Came to town late laft night, my Lord* 

Lord Morden. Tell him I am Come dowiu 

• 

SCENE XIII. Lord Morden. 

Muft not let him fee the prefent temper of my 
mind — My guardian once, he is determined ne- 
ver to think me of age — I need not his reproof 
,to increafe my prefent chagrin ; my own fellies, 
and Lady Morden's unexpedked, unatcountaMe 
reverfe of conduft, are fufficient— He will ' lay 
it all to me; and, pferhaps, with reaion^-^ 
Heigho ! — Here he comes — Really, one of thefe 
very prudent, plain-fpoken friends is a very 
difagreeable perfon, in thtie our moments of 
folly.—-— Well, I muft alfume a cheerfuUicfs 
I don't feel, and ward oft' his wifilora witii 
jaillery. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XIV,. Lord Mofudek, G^ijEHAt 

BURLAND. 



Geo, Burland. Good morrow, my. 

Lord Morden. General, good morrow. 

Gttt. Burland. You fcem fcardely awake. 

Lord Morden. {Jhetcbing'] Slept iilr— troubled 
with the night-mare. 

Gen. Burland. Your troubles, I am a&aid, arc 
rapidly increafing. 

Lord Morden. How fo. General ? 

Gen. Burland. Lady Morden had a rout, lafl 
night! 

Lord Mordm. Oh ! and forgot to fend you a 
Card, I fuppofe.— — -Is that my fault ? 

Gen. Burland. You are merry,, my Lord ; but 
he who drink$ poifon, out of a frolic, wiii foon 
be glad to fend for a phylician, out of fisiar ; and 
the chances are the dodkor will come too late. 

horA Morden. Trope and figure ! 

Gen. Burland. My Lord ! my Lord ! this 
levity is unfeafonable : bluflies, and ihame^ 
would better become you. 

LordJkfo^^- Pff! They are outof faihion. 

Gen. Burland. Yes, you leave your friends ta 
btufii for your faults. 

Lord Morden. My friends are very gpod; nay^ 
indeed, generous ; for, were they but to fpare «f 
fingle blu(h for each of their own fkuics, thcf 
would have none to beflow on mine. 

Gen. Burland. Fie ! The mirth of a mad-maa 
is fpOic only * to boys-— —I was yoiwr guardian, 
I wiflied to prove myjfelf your friend. 'Twas I 
firft difcovered that, then, angdic woman vha 
15^ now^ Lady Morden ; I was the caufe of her 

C ' union 
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tinion with you ; and I am, therefixe, account^ 
able to myfclf, to her, and to focietyy fi^r her 
ConduA. 

Lord Morden. That is, you are a kind of 

fecond-hand fponfor Godfiither-in-law, as it 

were. 

Gen. Burland. Very well. Sir ! ^xxreed ! de- 
fpife reproof ! ridicule advice ! 

Lxjrd Morden. Nay, good dodor, you reaUy 
wrong me ; 'tis not die advice, but the i^yfic, 

I hate At leaft, I hate the form under which 

it is adminiftered— — But, pray, tell me ; when 
Jail you fa^v Lady Morden, did you perceive 
any fymptoms of that degeneracy, in her Lady^ 
ihip, you, now, complain fo loudly of ? 

Gen. Burland. None ! I thought it impoflihle I 

herd Morden. And is it not rather extraor- 
dinary, then, that my example (hould, £> fud- 
dmly, fubdue what, within this month, feemed 
fo invulnerable? 

Gen. Burland. [Great furprije and ettergyl^ It 
is extraordinary, my Loird ! moft extraordinary ! 
but not lefs true ; and, had you any fenfe of your 
duty to yourlelf, your family, or fociet)', the 
trudi of it would make you tremble ! 

Lord Morden. See how differently differeot 
people underftand things ! My acquaintance are, 
every day, wifhing me joy of her Ladyfhip's re- 
formation ; and telling me how furprifingly (he 
has retrieved her character, in the world. 

Gen. Burland. [Jarcaftically'] And Sir Frederic 

Fafliion, no doubt, among the reft ! 

. . Lord Morden. [endeavouring to conceal his 

fedings] Hem !— yes— yes. He is one of our 

very firfl men, you know ; and he is quite in 

raptures 
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'raptures yiAth her— fwiears Ihe was bom to lead 
and outline uis all. ' * 

Gen. Burland. [with continued irony'] The ap- 
probation of fo great an adept invA give-yovi 
vaftpleafure! ^ :* 

Lord 'Morden. Hem !— a — ^infinite ! -Not 
but this fudden change has, rather, fiirprifeclm?* 

Gen. Burland. How fo ? 

Lord Morden. Juft as you left town, her Lady- 
fhip's melancholy feemed increafing — ^wandering 
over the houfe, like a perturbed fpirit, as' the 
play fays, mournfully clanking her chains, and 
frightening the gentle fmiles and pleafures from 
her, (he feemed to way-lay me, and, with 
moving look, and melting * eye, intreat compaf- 
fion ; .till, egad, I, really, at laft, began to pity 
her. *■ 

Gen. BurUnd. Yoti did ? 

Lord Morden. Yes— But, fuddenly forfakihg 
xht—fenferofoj (he broke in upon me, one morn- 
ing, and, with an air of levity and good hu* 
mour, and a fmall tin6ftire of reproach, then, 
and there, read me a very pretty, wifelike, re- 
monftrance. 

Gen. Burldnd. To which you liftened wirii % 
truly picktooth infen(ibility. 

Lord Morden. Yes — ^You know my way. 

Gen. Burland. And what was the fobjedl of 
her difcourfe ? 

Lord Morden. Why, chapter the firft was a 
recapitulation of my agreeable follies, and her 
own perverfe virtues. — She was no partaker in 
my pleafures — I had forgot every endearment—^ 
She was left to dine, fup, and lleep, by herfelf — 
I dined, fupped, and flept, nobody knew where.— -» 
$he XQore reclufe than the abbefs of a convent : 

C % I mQ 
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I more uacertain thau the price of ftoclf^s, or the 
place of prime minifter. 

^ Gen. Burland. [with earnefi coKcern] And what 
did you fay to this ? 

Lord Morden. [ajide] I muft face it out. [aloui] 
Say ? What could I fay to fuch a funple woman ? 

Gen. Burland. You did not attempt to deny 
the charge, then ? 

Lord Morden. What fliould I deny ? *Twas 
every fyllable true; and every fyllable in my 
praife. 

Gen. Burland. \^ftghs'] Humph !— -Then you 
do not think, the fweets of afFeftion ougjbt^ 
fometimes, to alleviate the bitternefs of a^left.:v 

J^rd Morden. Sweets ! pfliaw ! they ajTfj too 
cloying to the ftomach, and ought to be taken 

fparingly. 1 am fond of fweet mufic, but too 

much of it fets me to fleep. -Befides, a wife, 

like a barrel organ, can only play one fet of 
tunes. 

Gen. Burland. \^fighs'] Well, Sir, but the 
conclufion ? 

Lord Morden. A very unexpefted one, I af- 

fure you 1 mifunderftood this for a declara* 

tion of war ; and, with a fmile, was very oblig- 
ingly about to intreat her Ladyfliip would hatch 
her melancholy into mifchief her own way : 
when, turning fliort upon me, fl>e curtfied, 
feemed abaftied, began to apologize, applaud 
ijiy condud, ridicule the fillinefs of her own, and 
promifed to becoipe as faOiionable a Lady as I^ 
or any Lord in Chriftendom, could wi(h. 

Gen. Burland. Your increafe of happinefs is, 
then, prodigious ? 

Lord Morden. Hem ! — a — unfpcakable. — Lady 
Morden, 1 own, was, certainly, a kind o f 

Demi- 
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Demi-Angel|- thb' my wife— -^ut, then, hcr-s-* 
her goodnefs feemed to throw one at fuch a 
di&Biice^^o much in the back ground that there 
was only one figure noticed in the picture ! 

Gtn. Burland^ 'Tis well, Sir, youarefoper- 
fedlly fatisfied. 

Lord M6rden. Nay, General, T will own, I 
have often felt a kind of inclination, a fort of 
wiflj, as it were, to become very prudent, and 
wife, and---and all that — ^bat^ really, one has fo 
much to do that one does not know wherje to be* 
gin. — Befides, you very good kind of people^ 
ypur-i-upon my honour, you are, in many re- 
fped^, the mdl queer, precife, particular^ (pecies 
cf beings^, and have fuch ftrange notions ! — In- 
flei^ of taking one's pleafurc, and doing juft 
what one likes beft, which, you know, is & ha« 
tuml, one muft live for the good of one's coimtry, 
love one's wife and children, pay tradefmen, look 
over accounts, reward merit, and a thbufahd 
other of the--the moft ridiculous whims— -—rand 
whatnbbody, abfolutely, nobody does* 

Gen. Burlani. Intolerable profligacy ! — ^I have 
liflened to you, my Lx)rd, with gri^^ vexation, 
aftpnifliment, and pity ! — ^Your mind is degraded ; 
and the more dangeroully fo becaufe you believe 
your worft vices to be your greateft merits ! You 
have had honour, faappinefs, and pleafure, of the 
mod perfed kind, within your power ; and you 
have rejedbed tliem, to clafp their fliadows ! To 
merit pity by mifconduft is humiliating ; but, by 
mifcondudlt to incur contempt is, to a manly fpi- 
rit, infupportable ; arid the latter will, I fear, be 
fuddenly your Lx>rdfliip's fate. Did not the re- 
membrance of your noble father afiedt me, I 
Ihould look upon your approaching punifhmenc 
4 with 
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with apathy; becaufe you wilfiilly have plunged 
to perdition: but, for your Lady,* if I cannot 
retrieve, if I cannot fave her, I (hall mourn in- 
deed! 

SCENE, XV. 

Lord Morden. Faith, this good general is, lika 
a cuckoo, always in a tune, [^fighs^ He has rea- 
fon ! — ^I have laboured to laugh at n»y own 
follies; but the farce is over, the forced jeftforgot- 
ten, and the forcerefs Recolledtion conjurcfrup tht 
ugly phantom Difguft !.— Why, what a child (am 
I ! — Oh ! Lady Morden— pfhaw !-*^b{brd fj^-I 
will not make myfelf the butt, and by.-wordi' of 
my acquaintance— I — I — I will laughs— ha, ha, 
ha ! — laugh at my Lady's gallantries, — I jealote I 
— I !~that have daily made jealoufy a (landing 
jeft ; the criterion of an ill-bred, vulgar, mind !— 
No, no, no. [Sees Lady Morden ^ and Sir Frederic 
FaJhioHj coming ; and is feized with a Jufpieims 
anxiety y which he endeavours to conceal.^ 

SCENE XVI. Lord Morden, Ladt 
Morden, in an undrefsy Sir Frederic' 
Fashion* 

Lady ik&r^i^;/. [entering'] No, no. Sir Frederic; 
you are partial. 

Sir Frederic.- Not in the leaft, Madam. , 
Lady Morden. Yes, you are — good morrow 
to your Lordfliip — yes, you are. — I feel, I .ftill. 
retain a leaven of former filly prejudices; but a 
little coUifion, among you people of fuperior 
feihion, will foon wear thefe afperities fmootb^t 
and bring them to bear, a proper polifh. 

Sir 
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. Sir Freddie ^ Ah, ! Madam, you have a kaven 
of fomething celeftial i which we inferior 'ptO]^ 
wonder at, but cannot imitate I * 

Lord Morden. \ajide'] So ! : 

Lady Morden. [Japs Sir Frederic with her fan'] 
Fie ! flatterer! — but you are -always faying civil 
things ; and that, I fancy, makes you fo agree- 
able. 

Sir Frederi€. {^ferious- and ardent'] No, Lady 
Morden ; you wrong me-*my tongue is forced 
to give utterance to the eflEufions of my heart— ^ 
By ncaven^ you are an angel .1 and 1 am, invo- 
IttBtarily, obliged to repeat, and repeat, and re- 
j^eat, that-yoq are an angel !^— You muft not be 
angry witb me, for I cannot help it. 

Lady Mvrden. No, no— angry !* no— Tho% I 
really believe, I do improve— don^t I, my Lord > 

Lord Morden. Certainly, Madam, certainly ! 

Lady rAfor^. Yes — I have difcovercd that 
one of my moft capital errors, formerly, wa^. be- 
ing too fenfible of my own defefts- — I find that 
to wear, on one's countenance, an open, and 
avowed, confcioufnefs that one poflefTes every 
grace and oerfedion, is the grand fecret of really 
poflelfing 3iem : or, at leaft, of perfuading the 
world one really does, which is the fame thing. 

Sir Frederic. Your Ladyfliip is very right; 
nodiing can put a face of real fafhion out of 
countenance : the placid features are all fixed.. 

Lady Morden* Oh, immoveable ! — Like the 
owner's names, cut in brafs and nailed to their 
doors. . 
, Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! Charming ) 

Lady Morden. Do but obferve one of pur 
well-t>red beaiis, at a public afiembly, and you 
will fee him enter, plaiuhin^elfinafpot, eleyat^ 

his 
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his eje-braws^ fix bis eyes, half open Bis tnouthj 
and fland like an automaton, with its head turn- 
ing on a pivot, [mimicks the manner.^ 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! Charming ! Charming f 

Lord Morden. [/mling'j But, don't you think 
this a liitle tending to the ridiculous. Madam ? 

Lady Morden. Oh dear, no ! — Nothing can 
be ridiculous that's fafhionable. 

Sir Frederic. Oh, no, impoflible ! 

Lady Morden. Formerly, I (hould have bldhed 
if flared at ; but, now, I find, the only way is to 
fbre again — ^without looking — that is, without 
betraying the leaft indication of knowing whether 
one is looking towards the man, or the wrU-p« 
thus. 

t/yrd. Morden. [with forced pleafantry^ihiy hz^ 
ha ! your Ladyfhip is very right : tnodeftys*— 
moddfly is an obfblete bugbear. 

Lady Morden. Yes, and, like the — ^the gfaoft 
in the tragedy, has been flared out of doors. 

Sir Frederic. Oh, the very quakers defpife it, 
at prcfent. 

Lady Morden. Yes— 'tis a fhabby fellow, 
whofe acquaintance every body wifhes to drop.-^ 
To be fure, I was a moft abfurd creature : was 
cot I, my Lord ? 

Lord Morden. I*—upon my honour. Madam;— 
I — you — ^no — ^no — ^not abfurd — ^no. 

Lady Morden. Oh fie— -not abfurd — why, da 
you know. Sir Frederic — ha ! ha ! ha ! — ^I— iia ! 
fia ! ha ! I was, downright, in love with his 
Lordfhip. 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! in love with his 
Lordfhip ? 

Lady Morden. Ha, ha, ha ! upon my hcmour, ' 
^ true !*-!s it not, my Lord ? 

Lord 
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IjxdiMordeH. Ha, ha^. hair— ye — yc-*-ycs— 
Madam, yes. 

Lady Mordin. Thou^thim.the mofl charm- 
ing man in — in-~in the whole world I 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! Is that polEble ? 

I^iady Morden. Why, it— it is fcarccly credible ! 
•—But — but fuch is the fad — Nay ! I doated on 
him — ^and continually reproached myfelf, for 
wanting power, and attradions, to obtain my 
Lord's affe&ion !' — ^For I never blamed him— Ha, 
ha, ha !— I-^ha, ha, ha ! — ^I ufed to fit whole 
nights, while my Lord was out, watching and 
weeping ; and whole days ftudying which way I 
could regain his love ! 

Six Frederic. Regaittj Lady Morden!— Why, 
was his L^djbip ever fo unfashionable as— ^as — > 

Lady Mord^. As to loye his wife— rWhy, yes^ 
really — I — ^I do believe he was fb fingular, for— 
for a whole fortnight. 

Sir Frederie. Why ! ha, ha, ha ! Why, were 
you. Lord. Morden? 

Lord Morden. [^forcing a laugb'\ Ha, ha, ha !— • 
I — I— [mtb 4 Utile /fleen] I don't know. Sir, 
what, I was. 

. Lady Morden. Nay, don't be out of counter 
nance, my Lord f You hear, I have the juftice to 
relate, my own foiblesj as well as your Ldrdfhip's 
—-and mine — mine were infinitely the greateft.-^ 
It is exceedingly (bange, but, fo— ^fcinated^ — was 
I that^ ha, ha, ha ! — ^I — ^ha, ha, ha ! [fuddenly 
becoming veryjeriousy — 1 am verily permadcd, I 
could have died, with pleafure, to have infured 
hisafifedion. 

Lord Morden. Ha, ha, ha \-^afidej and iurning 
awayll caI^lot bear it. 

D Sir 
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Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! Thefe things are 
unaccountable. 

Lady Morden. [refuming her levity'] Ay, one 
wonders how one could be fo weak ! — Oh, Sir 
Frederic ! I am going to Chriftie*s. There is a 
painting I hare a mind to purchafe. They tell 
me 'tis very fine. 

Sir Frederic. What is the ftory, Madam ? 

Lady Morden. The Metamorphofis of Adbeon. 

• Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! A falbionible fubjeft. 

Lady Morden. Yes — ^that — ^tha — that isi the 
very reafon I wifli to have it. — Poor Acfbeon is 
taken at the precife moment when the-r-rthc 
change is taking place. . ^ ^ ^** 

Sir Frederic. In his forehead ? ; * 

Lady Morden. Yes. I am going down there, 
now ; will you go with, me. Sir Frederic ? : 

Sir Frideric. With pleafure. Madam — Ha, ha, 
ha ! poor Aftseon ! 

. Lady Morden. Ay, poor Adkaeon ! — Adieu, my 
Lord* 

SCENE XVIL 

luordAIorden. Madam! \^ folio wing ^ Jiofsjbort] 
^Sdeath 1 what am I about ? Shall I, at laft, ^nk 
into one of the vulgar; and become jealous.?— 
Wretched about a— oh, no ! Adason ! [ Jiriking 
his forehead] Sure all men are ideots, and pever 
know the value of that moft irieftimable jewel, a 
lovely and a, loyal wife, till in danger or having 
it pvirloined. [^Lord Morden retires into his 
drej/ing^room]. 

£ND OF THE FIRST ACT. 

ACT 
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Morden Js a concealed hoard of narive fweets, 
that delights the fenfes : while the made-up beau- 
ties we commonly meet, likt artificial flowers^ 
are all fliew, atid no fragrance. 
Mrs. Madefy i Raptures! 
Sir Frederic. Inferior to her, in form and per- 
fe<9ion, as the Venus of a Dutch image-hawker 
to the genuine Grecian Antique ! 

Mrs.. Modelj. ' It matters not wafting your rhe- 
toric on this topic ; for I will not give my confent 
to your purfoing this affair any fiirther. Sir Fre- 
deric. 

Sir Fndericj. You will not ? 
' Mrs, Mifdely. I will not. 

Sir Frederic. Ha, .ha, ha! Don't provoke 
JTO, my dear Mrs* Modely ; don't provoke me. 
Mrs. M^delj. Nay, no threatening. 
Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! — ^WeU — To arms 
tht^n-f-rWar is the word. 

Mrs* Modely. The choice remains with you. 
SirFr^^/m^i Ha, ha, ha! 
.Mrs. Madehf. Lady Morden is my relation ; 
and,- though I defpife prudery, and know die 
wprld-~ ,-, 
■ Sir Fr^derif [cffide.'] That you do, indeed ! 
. • MfS4 Modely. Yet — you can hardly fuppofe I 
will fil^ntly acquiefce in her ruin ! 
^ Sff: Frederic. Ha, ha, hal You — you forget 
yQurfeff, dear Madan^— 'Thefe qualms would do 
yaftly wiell^ in fome places ; but, to me ! — 

]SSxs. Modely. Atid whj not to you, Sir!-*^ 
Though i do allow myfeUc a little liberty cf con- 
fcience— • 

Sir Frederic. Not a little, [qfide.^ 
Mrs. Modely. And thou^ you-*you— 4cnaw I 
^9^ muft I— 'In (hort, I have another fevourite 

projca, 
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tions, wherein he bound himfelf, in a penalty of 
ten thoufand pounds, to marry me within a 
month : for^ in his fiftitious raptures, he proteftcd 
no fum, no proofsi, tould fufficiently exprefs the 
ardour, and fandity, of his affeftion. 

Lord Morden. And have you this contraft ? 

Harriet. Oh, no ! The day preceding that 
on which it was my good fortune to difcover his 
nealdefigns, he a&ed to fee, and aitfuUy ex-: 
changed it ^ for a counterfeit copy. 

Lord Morden. This contraft you ivifti la re- 



gam ? 



Harriet. If poflSble ; or fome -other imeqai>* 
vocal means of detedion. 

lx)rd Morden. And force him to marry you ? • 

Harriet. Oh, no— To own the truths I have 
a generous and a conftant lover, who, perhapisi' 
has been a little ill ufed. 

Lord Morden. As moft geiierovis and con- 
ftant lovers arc. 

Harriet. 'Tis too true. — To avenge him, and 
humble the pride of one who thinks himfelf too 
cunning for our whole fcx, is my determination. 

Lord Morden. Well, Madam, ours is a com- 
mon caufc — But, as we have both been impra-: 
dent, and invited misfortune, we muft both en- 
deavour to conceal our true feelings, maflL our 
fufpijcions, and— Hufti ! Here he. comes ; and 
with him a lady, whofe principles are as free as 
his own ; but who has had the art fo well to con-- 
ceal her intrigues, and preferve appearances^ 
that (he is every where received in fociety. — ^I will 
introduce you, in your afliimed charader. 

Harriet. Not now; let us withdraw— when 
he isTtlone. The fewer eyes are on me, the left 
liable I (hail be to a difcovery. ! • 

(Lord 
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(L&d Mar den and Harriet return t^ the anticbamher 
juft as Mn. Medefy and Sir Frederic appear.) 

SCENE III. Mrs- Modely and Sir 

Fr£deric. 

Mrs. Medefy. Really, Sir Frederic, there is 
no accounting for the ftrangenefs of your prefent 
tafte! — I pity you! — I forcfce the downfall of 
your reputation ! — ^What^ you ! who have van- 
quiihed fo many elegant coquettes, and driven fo 
many happy lovers mad ; you ! who were the 
very foii of our firft fodeties, . and whofe pre- 
fence made palpitate the hearts of belles and 
beaux ; tho firft with hope and dehght, the latter 
widi fear and envy ; you ! fighing at the feet of 
a prude, and become the rival of a hufband ! 

Sir Frederic, [laughing] Deplorable ! 

Mrs* Modely. Have not you, for this month 
paft, buried yourfelf in Lady Mordents fober fo*i 
ciety, and dozed over crown whift with her, 
night after night ? — Nay, have not you attended 
her even to church ; and, there, with a twang,, 
joined the amen chorus of charity-children, pau- 
pers, and parifti-clerks ; fitting with your fece 
drawn as long as its fliadow at fun-fet ; and a 
look as demure and difmal — 
. Sir Frederic. As poor Doftor Fauftus, waiting 
for the Devil to come and fetch him — Ha, ha, ha ! 
— Granted* 

' Mrs. M^dely. And what do you think has been 
faid of you, mean while, in the polite circles you 
have abandoned ? — ^Your very beft friends have 
been the vay firii to condemn you. 
. S'vc Frederic^ That's natural — ^When we are 
guilty of any folly, our very beft friends are al* 

wap 
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ways the vcnr firft to condemn us; to (hew they 
neither advife nor countenance us, 

Mrs. Modely. I thought the gay, young, 
beauty, befieged by pieafures, furrounded by 
flatteries, who believes herfelf the goddefs flie is 
painted, to fix her wandering fancy, to humble 
and bring her to a fenfe of frailt)' ; or, to fup- 
plant the happy, the adored, lover, while yet 
the breath is warm that vows eternal conftancy ; 
thefe, I imagined, were the 'only atchievements 
worthy Sir Frederic Fafhion ! 

Sir Frederic. Thefe have their eclat. But, tx> 
initiate a youthful, beauteous, wife, who, fiT>m 
her childhood, has been accuftomed to fay' her 
prayers, beUeve in virtue, and rank conjugal in- 
fidelity among the moft heinous of the (even 
deadly fins ; to teach her to doubt, fear, wilh, 
tremble, and venture; to be a witncfs, aiter- 
ward, of her repentance ; her tears involuntarily 
falling, her eyes modonlefs, her form fixed, and 
the fevere faint transformed to a ftatue of weeping 
fin ; to read her fall in the public pajpers J be 
praifed, reproached, admired, and curil, in every 
family in England ; in (hort, to be for ever im- 
mortalized, in the annals of gallantry, and the 
hero of the tea-table for a whole month, for this 
will be no common vulgar wonder, this were 
glory equal to my ambition ! And this glory I 
am determined to acquire : nay, it is, alr«idy, 
within my grafp. — This day, or, rather, this 
night, this very, bleflTed, ecftatic, night, (hrfl \ 
gain the greateft of all my victories ! 

Mrs. Modely. Infulting ! 

Sir Frederic. Nay, my dear Mrs. Modely, you 
know my enthufiafm, and muft not take excep- 
tions'—Nor can I, furely, be blamed. Lady 
4 MordeA 
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Morden jis. a .cx^ncoded hoard of native fwccts, 
that delights the fenfes : while the made-up beau- 
ties we commonly meet, likfe artificial flowers, 
are all Ihew, atid no fragrance. 

Mts. Modefyi Raptures ! 

Sir Frederic. Inferior to her, in form and per- 
fe<5tion, as the Venus of a Dutch image-hawker 
to the genuine Grecian Antique ! 

Mxs» Modelyy\t matters not wafting your rhe- 
toric on this topic ; for I will not give my ccmfent 
to your purftdng this affair any fiirther. Sir Fre- 
deric. 

Sir I^mtierUp Yqu will not? 

Mxs^ Mifdely. I will not. 

Sir Frederic^ Ha, .ha, ha! Don't provoke 
me, my.dear.Mrs. Modely; don't provoke me. 

iAts. Mpdefy, Nay, no threatening. 

Six Frederic. JBa, ha, ha!*— Well — To arms 
th^iv— War is the word. 

Mrs* Modely^ The choice remains with you.- 

^\x Frederiei HidLy ha, ha! . 

Mrs. Modely. Lady Morden is my relation ; 
and, though I defpife prudery, and know die 
world-— -r , ■• . 
. Sir Ffederif,. \jffide.'] That you do, indeed ! 

: Mrs. Modely. Yet — you can hardly fuppofe I 
will fil^ntly acquiefce in her ruin ! 

Sjf: Frederic. Ha, ha, ha.l You — 5rou forget 
yQurfelf, dear Madam— ^Thefe qualms would da 
yft^y well^ in fome places ; but, to me ! — 

JVIrs. Modely. Atid why not to you. Sir !-*^ 
Though i do allow myfeUc a little liberty cf con-^ 
fcience— • 

Sir Frederic. Not a little, [afide.^ . . 

TS/lvs, Modely. And thou^ yoit-j^you— know I 
^9^ muft I— 'In fliort, I have another fevourite 

projea, 
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pn^efty which I sun determined not ta ^ve 
up. 

Sir Frederic [iffide.^ Oh ho! ButitwiUbe 
bed to avoid a rupture.— [^^x^ May I aik what 
this favourite project may be ? 

Mrs. Madefy. You know the public affiront 
General Burland gave me, laft winter ; and you 
cannot fuppofe I have forgotten it* 

Sir Frederic [afide.'] No ; I know you better. 
^^aloMd] Oh [ the General is an eccentric mortal ; 
licenied to fay any thing; and^ ioftead of being 
liflened to, is laughed at. 

Mrs. Madefy. Yes ; but I am detennmed he 
(hall be puniihed. 

Sir i^r^^OTr. Which way ? 

Mrs. Modefy. His daughter, Emily, is a pretty^ 
fimple, ^rl — ^I mean, untutored, in the world. 

Sir Frederic, [conceiving her defigu] True ! 

Mrs. Madefy. To fee her married to a nnii^ 
faihion would, at leaft, break his heart. 

Sir Frederic, [laughs'] Infallibly ! 

Mrs- Madefy. Your fortune, I believe. Sir 
Frederic, like your family feat, begins to want 
repairs ; and (he is a rich heirefs, with twenty 
thoufand pounds at her own difpofal, befide the 
General's e(late, which muft be hers—Why do 
you laugh fo ? 

Sir Frederic. Oh! the delights of anticipation ! 

Mrs. Madefy. An-— an — ^anticipation ! 

Sir Frederic. [ftiU Imgbing'] It is a part of my 
plan to carry her o(F, I mean, to let her carry me 
off, this very night. 

Mrs. Madefy. Who? Emily? 

Sir Frederic. Emily. 

^Irs. Madefy. To night ! 

Sir 
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Sir Frederic. Thisa&ive, this ini|>ortant, this 
blifsflil, night! 

Mrsi Madely. Lerid me your eau de luce, you 
divle ! 

* Sir Frederic. Ha, ha,- ha li-^rThis furprife 
from ypu, Mrs. Modely, is the fupremp of piane- 
gyric. . ' ' • 

Mrs. Modefy. And have you made any ad- 
vances to Emily ? ' 

Sir Frederic. Yes, yev— Ha, ha,' ha !t— I miade 
advances to'her, and flie made advances to me — 
The conqueft was too eafy-: — ^Were it not for the 
circumfbnce of the elopement, which will give 
the fauce a flavour the food wants, it would 
irarcely invite my appetite. 

Mrs. Modefy. But Lady Morden^^— 

Sir Frederic. Is mine, whenever I pleafe to 
make my final, attack. I qin np b.ad orator, in 
general ; but, in company with hpr, I feem in- 
fpired — ^am, abfolutely, aftonilhed at my own 
eloquence 1— Nay, I have feveral times fpoken 
•with fuch energy, enthufiafm, and momentary 
conviftion, in praife of virtup, that i have, aftu- 
ally, been in imminent danger of making a con- 
vert of myfelf! 

Mrs. Modefy. In praife of virtue ? 

Sir Frederic. In praife of virtue. There is no 
maJuRg one of thefe virtuous vifionarics rational, 
.but by flattering their bigotry, and pretending 
W adore their idol ; by purfuing which method, 
I have inured her to, and maoe her as familiar 
with, what is prudiflily called vice, and vicious 
fcntiments, as flie is with her own thoughts. 

Mrs. Modefy. Yes, yps,. vile rake : but, re- 
member, rU have no concern in this affair !— I — 

Sir Frederic. Oh, poh \ Ay, ay, that is un- 

E derflood-^ 
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derftood— You wink— and know nothing of the 
matter. 

Mrs. Modely. Nay, but I, here, publicly pro- 
teft againft your proceedings ! 

Sir Frederic, [afide'] And will privately d® 
your utmoft to promote them. 

Mrs. Modely. I exclaim againft fuch ;lii:en- 
tioufnefs ! 

Sir Frederic. I know you do — But, if you arc 
thus tender of her Lady (hip's reputation, you will 
feel no repugnance at affifting me to irritate his 
Lordfhip's fenfibility. 

Mrs. Modely. What do you mean ? - -' 

Six Frederic. To confefs the tmth, I am a Jit* 
tie piqued at Lord Morden's want of JeeKug*— I 
wilh I could make him jealous. 

Mrs. Modely. Jealous! Fie! He i«-too tvrell 
bred. 

Sir Frederic. That's unfortunate. — -The antics 
of a jealous hufband add highly to the enjoy- 
ment, as well as the reputation, of an amour.-^ 
The poor man is fo injured, fo enraged, fo dif- 
treffed, fo induftrious to publifh his calamity, 
and is fo fincerely pitied, and laughed at — miift, 
pofitively, roufe my Lord to a fenfe of his mis- 
fortune ; or it will want poignancy — A turtle 
feaft without French wines ! 

Mrs. Modely. Well, fhould I find any oppor* 
tunity of aiding you— ^ 

S\v Frederic. Ay, ay; I have no doubt of 
your zeal in the caufe. 

Mrs. Modely. Nay, but, don't miftake me — 
I only mean as far as teazing his Lordlhip is con- 
cerned. 

S ir Frederic. Oh ! Certainly — certainly. 

Mrs. Modely. If his Lordftiip^ had any real 

. caufc 
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caufe for jealoufy, I fhould, for Lady Mordents 
ake, be the — ^die — ^the — the — the moft miferablc 
creature upon earth. 

Sir Frederic. To be fur^. , 

Mrs. Modely. But you feem mighty fccure of 
your conqueft. 

Sir Frederic. I am no novice ; I can tell when 
a woman*s time^is come. — Befides, herLodyftiip 
has granted me a rendezvous. 

Mrs. Modely. When > 

Sir Frederic. Why, this very evening, to be 
fure. 

Mrs. Modely. Where ? 

Sir Frederic^ Here, in this very hQufc. 

Mrs. Modely. 3ince you are fo -very certain, 
how came you not to take advantage of being 
alone with her, after the rout ? 

Sir Frederic. I did : that is, fhould have done^ 
had we not been interrupted. 

Mrs. Modely. By whom ? 

Sir Frederic. A new footman— an odd kind of--* 
Oh I here the very fellow comes. 

SCENE IV. Mrs. Modely, Sir Frederic^ 
Gabriel, loitering and leering. 

Mrs. Modely. What does the rude lout peer at ? 

Sir Frederic. Country curiofity. 

GahrieJ. [^attempting to go once or ttvice^ then 
paufiw and turning back^ Did— ^id-^id your 
J-adymip's honour call ? 
- Mrs. Modely. No. 

Gabriel, [again going and turning] I — I diought, 
mayhap, you wanted my Lx>rd. 

Mrs. Modely. What fliould I want your Lord 

for, dunk you, friend ? 

E 2 Gahri^l. 
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Gabriel. Nay, marry, that's more nur I c^n 

Sir Frederic. What is your name ? . 

Gabriel. Gabriel, an't pleafe you, — -In my laft 
place, they ufed to call me the Sly Simpleton. 

Mrs. Mbdely. And who did you live with laft? 

Gabriel. Why, you an heard of my Lady's 
brother, the rich nabob, that be juft ,come over 
£ro' th* Eaftern Indies ? 

Sir Frederic. Mr. Wilmot ? 

Gabriel. Ees« — I do come fro' his eftate, ckit 
o' Staffordfhire. 

Sir Frederic. You are part of the live ftock ?« 

Gabriel. Anon!- ,. . . 

, yixs^Modely. Were you in his {ervipe ? ./ • 

Gabriel. [Jj^fitates'] N — E — Ees, \ .. * 

Mrs, Modely. How long ? 

Gabriel. Better nur a week. • * . ■ / 

Sir Frederic. What fort of a man is he ? 

Gabriel. Humph ! — ^A be well enough, wjjen 
a^s pleafed — ^tho' I canno' fay as 1 "do like Kim 
much^ for a meafter. • ^ . 

Mrs. Modely. Why fo ? 

Gabriel. Becafe a'l neither let a feryant tell lies 
nur take money. -*- 

Sir Frederic. Indeed ! 

Gabriel. No— -AVonnot — ^whereof, here, ■ I 
find, I cannoVpleafe my Lady, if I donna. tell 
lies; and, I am fure, I canno' pleafe myfelf, if 
1 donna take money. ^ . 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mxs. I^odely. Ha, ha, ha! So, he^•did not 
fuit you ? • • . 

Gabriel. No. — A's too high flown, as 'twere^^ . 
ill's notions 

Sir Frederic. Which way ? 

Gabrieh 
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Gahriel. A makes a great cafe o' what a calls 
friendfliip, and honour, and honefty, and fuch 
like ; and, you kn^w, if a poor farvant gis heed 
to that there fort o'ftuff — ^a's not likely to get rich. 

Mrs. Modely. Upon my word ! 

Sir Frederic. So Mr. WilmotVhead is full of 
fuch nonfenfe, is it ? 

GabrieL Oh ! a's brimful of fuch nonfenfe^ — 
and fo were I, wliile I lived wi' he ; which wiir' 
the reafon, as I do fuppofe, that they called me, 
a Simpleton — ^but I am not fo fimple as folk 
think me. 

Sir Frederic, [afide to Mrs. Modely"] My dear 
Mrs. Mpdely, leave me, for a moment, with this 
fellow. — You'll be upon the watch, to throw in 
any hints, or aids, you happen to fee neceffary, 
and apropos ? 

Mrs. Modefy. Yes, yes — ^that is, for Emily,- 
and the elopement — but, be cautious ; a defeat 
would turn the tables upofi us, and make us the 
jeftofthe whole town, friends and enemies. 

Sir Frederic. How can you fear it ? 

Mrs. Mvdely. Nay, I do not ;^ I know my fex, 
aqd i know you. 

SCENE V. Sir Frederic, Gabriel. 

Sir Frederic. Gabriel is your name, you fay ? 
. Gabriel. Ees. 

Sir Frederic, You ibem a (harp kind of fellou;,^ 
and one that underftands his own intereft. 
. Gabriel. Ees — I underftand my own intereft. 
Sir Frederic. Are you, if occadon (liould offer, 
"willing to do me a piece of fervice ? 

Gabriel. Humph ! — What will you gi* me ?. 

Sir" 
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Sir Frederic. I fee you are a fenfible fellow^ 
and come to the point, at once. 

Gabriel. Ees. — I love to come to tlie point. 

Sir Frederic. And you would not betray mc, 
to any body ? 

Gabriel. Why — not unlefs fomebody were to 
pay me better. 

Sir Frederic. Upon my honour, thou art the 
honefteft rogue I ever met with, 

Gabriel. Ees — that I be. 

Sir Frederic. Here — ^liere is money for thee— 
and, obferve, as thou feemeft perfeftly to undcr-^ 
ftand a bargain, thou (halt have more, in proi* 
portion to thy fidelity and capacity ; andj^, moie** 
over — Canft thou read and write ? 

Gabriel. Ees. 

Sir Frederic. Well, then, be faithful, and I. 
will get thee a place in the excife-7--And, now, 
obferve — I — I have a — ^very great refped>T-aBdb- 
friendlhip for your Lady. 

Gabriel. Ees, ees — -As we fen ith' country, you 
have more nur a month's mind to her. 

?iK Frederic. How, firrah ! — Dare youfuppofc 
I have ? — 

Gabriel. Nay, now, belike, you think mc a 
fimpleton too! — 'Your great folk fuppofen a farvaut 
has neither ears nor eyes — But, Iqrd, they arc 
miftaken ! — ^Ecod, their ears are often plaguy long^ 
— What, mun, I wur no' fo faft aneep as yt)u 
thought me, i' the paflage, this morning. 

Sir Frederic, [/tjide'] The rafcal ! 

Gabriel. Belike, becafe I be a country lad, 
you reckon I fliould think it ftrange, like, that 
one gentleman (hould teak a liking to another 
gentleman's wife; but, lord, I know, well 

enough. 
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enough, that's nought, here — I ha* learned a 
little o* what's what — 

Sir Ftederic. Nay, friend Gabriel, I am more 
and more convinced, thou art a clever, acute, 
fellow. 

Gabriel. Lord, mun, y6ur\j^orihip need no* 

be fo ftiy, like You do know, you ha* pro- 

mifed me a place — an places that are no* bought 
one way— mun be bought another* 

Sir Frederic. Well faid, friend GabrieL 
<iabrieL An, as for keeping o* family fecrets, 
donno' you fear me ; becal'e v/hy, I do find they 
be a farvant*s beft parkizites — For, an it wur na 
for family fecrets, how Ihould fo many poor coun- 
try Johns fo very foon become gentlemen ? 

Sir Frederic, lajfde'] This fellow's thoughts run 
all in one chknnel ; his ruling paffion is money ; 
the love of that Iharpens his intellefts, and opens 
his eyes and ears. — i— Well, Gabriel, you fliafl 
find me generous as a Prince, provided — Here's 
fomebody coming — go into the next room ; Til 
fpeak with you prefently. 

Gairiel. Ees. — But I do hope your honour's 
worihip wunna forget the place, like ? 

Sir Frederic. Never fearl 
[Gabriel goes into Lady MorderCs drejjing Room^ 

SCENE yi. Sir Frederic, Emixy. 

Sir Frederic. My angel. ! My life ! — 
Emily. Hufh ! — My papa is coming, and 
wants to take me away with him, home. 
Six. Frederic. Away! 
Emily. Yes — hufti — take no notice. 

3CENE VIL General Burl and. Sir 

Frederic, Emily. 

Gen. Burland. Come, Emily ; are you ready ? 
. 5 Emily. 
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*ayr the very firft' to cbhdcmn xit; tofhtw-tbcy 
neither adviie nor countenance us^ ■ ' 

Mrs. Modify^' I thought the gay^ y^^uig^ 
beauty, beficged by pleafures/. fiirrounlded by 
flatteries, who believes herfelf the goddefs flie is 
painted, to fix her wandering fancy, to humble 
and bring her to a ftnfe of miilty ;' or, to '{iijp- 
plant the happy, the. adored, lover, while yet 
the breath is warm that vows eternal cdnftak^ j 
thcfe, I imagined, wferc the t>nly 'ateliie^^«mebty 
worthy Sir Frederic Falhion ! ; » ^ ''': *'jr. .- iy 

Sir Frederic. Thefc have their eclat. Buty 46^^ 
initiate a youthful, ' beauteous, wifei^"^0) fi6m 
her childhood, has been acarfbmwl'^ fay''^cr 
prayers, believe in virtue, and fank^ifeor^Vi^^- 
fiddity among the moft heirioui^o^jfiitft'feve* 
deadly fins; to teach her to doubt j-ftte^M#fihj 
tremble, and venture ; to be a wiCndS,*- sifiier- 
ward, of her repentance ; her teai^ iriVoItotaQffljr' 
falling, her eyes motionlefs, her form fixed, 'ilnd 
the fevere faint transformed to a fl^tue of -'Weeftfeg 
fin ; to read her fall in the public pa^rs I^'bc; 
praifed, reproached, admired, and cuift, ihevdpy 
family in England ; in (hort, to be for ever lift*' 
mortalized, in the annals of gallantry^ and; €ie 
hero of the tea-table for a whole mohrii/ fbt^^s 
will be no common vulgar wonder, thfi Wiit* 
glory equal to my ambition ! And rfiis' glW^ I 
am determined to acquire : nay^ it is, ah^Ed]^^ 
within my grafp.-^This day, or, rather, 'tos 
night, this very, blefled, ecftatic> night, ffaEkfi I 
gain the greateft ofiall my viftories r ^'^ -i I 

Mrs. Modely. Infulting ! - ' • 

Sir Frederic Nay, my dear Mrs.- Modely-,'^;^^)^ 

know my cnthufiafm, and muft not take ci«p- 

tions — Nor can I, forely, be blamed.- UaA^ 

4 ^ Mordent 
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Morden is a concealed hoard of native fweets^ 
that delights the fenfcs 2 while the made-up beau- 
ties we commonly meet^ likft artificial flowers^ 
are all (hew, ahd no fragrance. 

Mxs. Modely^ Raptures! 

Sir Frederic. Inferior to her, in form and per- 
fection, as the Venus of a Dutch image-hawker 
to the genuine Grecian Antique ! 

Mrs*. Modelj. ' It matters not wafting your rhe- 
toric on this topic ; for I will not give my confent 
to your purflung this affair any frirther. Sir Fre- 
deric. 

Sir Fn^dmcj. You will not ? 

Mx^,Mf>dely. I will not. 

Sir Frederic. Ha, .ha, ha! Don't provoke 
me, mydearMrs. Modely; don't provoke me. 

Mrs. Madefy. Nay^ no threatening. 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha !* — ^Well — To arms 
then — ^War is the word. 

Mrs* Madely. The choice remains with you. 

SirjFr^i/^riVi Ha, ha, ha! 

Mrs. Modely. Lady Morden is my relation; 
and, though I defpife prudery, and know the 
world-— — . 

Sir Frederif^ \jnfide.'] That you do, indeed ! 

Mrs. Modely. Yet — ^you can hardly fuppofe I 
will fikntly acquiefce in her ruin ! 

SfX: Frederic. Ha, ha, ha I You — you foi^t 
yourfetf, dear Madam— 'Thefe qualms would da 
vaftly well> in fome places ; but, to me !-— 

Mrs. Modely. Ahd whj not to you. Sir !-^ 
Though i do allow myfelt a litde liberty of con- 
fcience — 

Sir Frederic. Not a little, [afide.ll 

Mvs* Modely. And thou^ your-*-you — ^knav^I 
49> muft I — ^In fliort, I have another favourite 

projedt. 
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projed:^ which I am determined not to* give 
up. 

Sir Fredenc [iifide.'] Oh ho! Butit^illbe 
beft to avoid a rupture. — laloud] May I aik what 
this favourite projeft may be ? 

Mrs. Modely. You know the public affront 
General Burland gave me, laft winter ; and you 
cannot fuppofe I have forgotten it. 

Sir Frederic {afider^ No ; I know you better. 
^^aloud] Oh 1 the General is an eccentric mortal ; 
licenied to fay any thing; aad^ inftead of being 
liftened to, is laughed at. 

Mrs. Modely. Yes ; but I am determmed he 
(hall bepuniftied. 

Sir Fr^i/ifTiV. Which way ? 

Mrs. Modely. His daughter, Emily^^ is % (nretty^ 
fimple, girl — I mean, untutored, in the world. 

Sir Frederic, [cencdving her defign] True ! 

Mrs. Modely. To fee her married to a nmiFof 
fafhion would, at leaft, break his heart. 

Sir Frederic, ^laughs'] Infallibly ! 

Mrs. Modely. Your fortune, I believe. Sir 
Frederic, like your family feat, begins to want 
repairs ; and fhe is a rich heirefs, with twenty 
thoufand pounds at her own difpofal, befidfe the 
General's eftate, which muft be hers — ^Why do 
you laugh fo ? 

Sir Frederic. Oh ! the delights of anticipsttjon ! 

Mrs. Modely. An-.— an — anticipation! 

Sir Frederic, [ftill laughing'] It is a part of my 
plan to carry her off, I mean, to let her carry me 
off, this very night. 

Mrs. Modely. Who ? Emily ? 

Sir Frederic. Emily. 

IS&n. Modely. To night ! 

Sif 
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Sir Frederic. Thisaftive, this iiiiportant, this 
biifsflil, night! 

Mrsi Modely. Letid me your cau de luce, you 
divle ! 

* Sir Frederic. Ha, ha,' hai--rThis furprife 
from ypu, Mrs* Modely, is the fupreme of piane- 
gyric. . ' ' .' 

Mrs. Modely. And have you ipade any ad- 
vances to Emily ? ' 

Sir Frederic. Yes, yes— Ha, ha, ha It— I made 
advances tohcr, and flie made advances to me — 
The conqueft was too eafy^— Were it not for the 
circumftance of the elopement, which will give 
the fauce a flavour the food wants, it would 
Icarcely invite my appetite. 

Mrs. Modely. But Lady Morden^^-r 

Sir Frederic. Is mine, whenever I pleafe to 
make my final, attack. I^m np b.ad orator, in 
general ; but, in company with hpr, I feem in- 
Ipired — ^am, abfolutely, ailonifhed at my own 
eloquence 1— Nay, I have feveral times fpoken 
•with "fuch energy, enthufiafm, and momtotary 
convidion, in praife of virtup, that i have, aftu- 
ally, been in imminent danger of making a con- 
vert of myfelf! ' 
' Mrs. Modely. In praife of virtue ? 

Sir Frederic. In praife of viruie. There is no 
making one of thefe virtuous vifionarics rational, 
.but l)y flattering their bigotry, and pretending 
to adore their idol ; by purfuing which method, 
I have inured her to, and maoe her as familiar 
with, what is prudiflily called vice, and vicious 
fbntiments, as flie is with her own thoughts. 

Mrs. Modely. Yes, yps,. vile rake : but, re- 
member, ru have no concern in this affair !-^I — 

fiir Frederic. Oh, poh J Ay, ay, that is un- 

E dcrftQod~» 
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dcrftood— You wink — ^and know nothing of die 
matter. 

Mrs. Modely. Nay, but I, here, publicly pro- 
teft againft your proceedings ! 

Sir Frederic. [afide'\ And will priiftitely do 
your utmoft to promote them. 

Mrs. Modely. I exclaim againft (uch ;li|:en- 
tioufnefs ! 

Sir Frederic. I know you do — But, if you arc 
thus tender of her Ladyihip*s reputation, you will 
feel no repugnance at aihfting me to irritate his 
Lordftiip's fenlibiiity. 

Mrs. Modely. What do j^ou mean ? - 

Sir Frederic. To confefs the tnith, I am a -lit* 
tie piqued at Lord Morden's want ofieeHng— I 
wilh I could make him jealous. 

Mrs. Modely. Jealous ! Fie ! He is too well 
bred. 

Sir Frederic. That's unfortunate. — ^The antics 
of a jealous hufband add highly to the enjoy- 
ment, as well as the reputation, of an amour.— 
The poor man is fo injured, fo enraged, fo dif- 
treffed, fo induftrious to publifli his calamity, 
and is fo lincerely pitied, and laughed at — muft, 
pofidvely, roufe my Lord to a fenfe of his mis- 
fortune ; or it will want poignancy — A turtle 
feaft without French wines ! 

Mrs. Modely. Well, fhould I find any oppor- 
tunity of aiding you— ^ 

Sir Frederic. Ay, ay; I have no doubt of 
your zeal in the cairfe. 

Mrs. Modely. Nay, but, don't miftake me — 
I only mean as far as teazing his Lordlhip is con- 
cerned. 

? ir Frederic. Oh ! Certainly— certainly. 

Mrs. Modely. If his Lordlhip had any real 

caufc 
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caufe for jealoufy, I 0iould, for Lady Mordea^s 
ake, be die — ^die — ^the — ^the — the moft miferablc 
creature upon earth. 

Sir Frederic. To be furfi. , . 

Mrs. Modely. But you feem mighty fecure of 
your conqueft. 

Sir Frederic. I am no novice ; I can tell when 
a woman's time- is come. — Befides, her Ladyflhip 
has granted me a rendezvous. 

Mrs. Modely. When ? 

Sir Frederic. Why, this very evening, to be 
fure. 

Mrs. Modely. Where ? 

Sir Frederic.^ Here, in this very houfe. 

Mrs. Modely. Since you arc fo -very certain, 
how came you not to take advantage of being 
alone with her, after the rout ? 

Sir Frederic. I did : that is, fhould have done, 
had we not been interrupted. 

Mrs. Modely. By whom ? 
^ Sir Frederic. A new footman— an odd kind of—* 
Oh ! here the very fellow comes. 

SCENE IV. Mrs. Modely, Sir Frederic^ 

Gabriel, loitering and leering. 
• 'I 
Mrs. Modely. What does the rude lout peer at ? 

Sir Frederic. Country curiofity. 

Gahriel. [^attempting to go once or twice^ then 
paufittg and turning back^ Did— ^id-^id yomr 
J-^dyuiip's honour call ? 

Mrs. Modely. No. 

Gubriel. [again going and turning'] I — I diougbt, 
mayhap, you wanted my Lord. 

Mrs. Modely. What fliould I want your Lord 

for, diink you, friend ? 

E 2 Gahri^l. 
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Lady Morden. ^' No; what is it? 
Sir Frederic. " Why, a Jockey, having had 21 
*• bad run at the laft Oftober meeting, was wil- 
ling to correft the'errors of Fortune by turning 
his lead to gold ; accordingly, on JEpping 
*^ Foreft, he flopped Major Warboys, - and b^e 
" him deliver ; to which the Major, being one ot 
^^ thofe fingular officers who think it fome dif- 
^* grace to be robb'd, replied by firing his piftal 
— The ball happened to be fatal— the bode 'fet 
ofF — ^and, to fhew the efFcft of habit> the. body 
*^ of the Jockey kept its feat, as far a$> the fiable 
^^ door, ajid, there deliberately tumbled toff j" nay, 
" fome go fo far as to aflfert it was feen to irifeiift 
*' the flirrups; but that, I believe^ 'wants >c<Dn-" 
*^ firraation. 

1^0x6. Mordent ,^ ^ , , . r. - .- 
Mrs. Modely. J "^^ ^^' ^^ " * - ■ . ••• • ' 
Lady Morden. ^^ Pfhaw 1 You tragi-coftiic 
wretch!'* • > . - .: 

Lord Morden. I think you had not much com- 
pany laft night. 

Lady Morden. Your Lordfhip was fo well 
bred, and made your vilit fo fhort, elfe you 
would have found a great deal. 

Mrs. Modely. Oh, yes, they poured in, from all 
quarters. 

Sir Frederic. Sir Nathan Neaptide, the yellow 
admiral, came. . . i^ 

. Lord Morden. An agreeable gueft ! . - • 

Mrs. Modely. Oh ! rude as his own boatfwaint 
Sir Frederic. " Would, teach a ftarling blaf- 
'^ phemy, rather than want good converfation*— - 
Lady Morden. ^^ He attempts fatire. 
Lord Morden. '^ But utters abufe." 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Moddy. That makes him fo miach re- 
fpedled. . .... 

Lady Morden. Yes ; like a chimney-fweeper 
in a crowd, he makes his way by being dirty. 

Sir Frederic. I proteft, yoiax* Ladylhip is pro- 
digioufly brilliant to-day ! 

Lady Morden. No, hOF^Though I am a vafl: 
admirer of wit. A perfcn of wit has one very pe- 
culiar^ and enviable, advantage. 

Lord Morden. What is tbac, madam ? 

■ Lady Morden. Long life. 

Lord Morden. Long life ! 

Lady Mor//i?». Yes. A wit has more ideas, 
confequcntly lives longer, in one hour than a fool 
in fcvcn years. ^ 

Sir Frederic. For which reafon, your Ladyfliip 
is, already, three times the age of old Par. 

Lady Morden.^ Dear, Sir Frederic, that is fp 
gaUant. 

Mrs. Modely. And fo new. 

Gen. Bur land. Why, yes — This is the firft time 
I ever heard a Lady told (he was old, and re* 
ceive it as a coqipliment ! 

Lord Morden. But, your vifitors — Who had 
you next ? 
: . Mrsi Modely. There was Sir Jeremy Still-life. 

Lady Morden. [mimics'] And his bouquet. He 
primmed himfelf up in one corner, and feemed to 
think that, like the image of a Saint on a holy- 
day, he was powdered and painted on purpolc 
to be adored. 

Mrs. Modely. He was not fingular in that* , 

Lady Morden. Oh, no ; there was a whole row 
of them that, like jars and mandarins on a man- 
tle-piece, look'd vaftly ornamental, and ferveJ 
charmingly to fill up vacancies. 

Gen. 
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Gen. Burland. Every trifle has its ufe. 

Mrs. Modely. Lord Index came, and ftalk^I 
round the rooms, as if he had been loaded- with 
the wifdom of his whole library. 

Lady Morden. Yes, he look'd as foleom as a 
monkey after mifchief. 

Sir Frederic, {mimkking his JoUmnity] And 
drew lip his face in form, like a writ of mquiry 
into damages, with a %^Z-Vititi%t engrolled in 
front. 

Lord Morden. He would not ftay late, for his 
Lordfliip is as careful of his health as hc' is vain 
ofhisunderftanding. ,.;.., 

Lady Mordent. And, yet, he is but akind^ 
nifh-candle; he may glimmer a long vrhile^; but 
will never give much light. ' ' ; . . . 

Lord Morden. It feems ftrange that your peo- 
ple, who have acquired a little knowledge, al- 
ways think they poflefs an infinite deal; whil^ 
thofe, who are the beft informed, appear con- 
tinually confcious of wanting more. 

Gen. Burland. Not (brange at all, my Lord. 
Amafling knowledge is like viewing the fun 
through a telefcope ; you enlarge the objeft, but 
you jdeftroy the glare. 

Mrs. Modely. Did not you obferve that, not- 
withftanding the pearl-powder, my Lady Bloom's 
neck looked remarkably fallow ? 

Lord Morden. Oh ! As a Jew's face under a 
green umbrella. 

Sir Frederic. The widow Twinkle, as ufual^ 
talked a vaft deal about reputation. 

Lady Morden. One is apt to admire a thing 
one wants. 

Lord Morden. She always takes infinite pains 
to place her reputation, like broken china in a 
buffet, with the beft lide Qutwai^d. 

Lady 
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Lady Mar An. $hci pay plaifter, and cement, 
but will nevei; bring it ta bear h^dling. 

Mrs. Modeiy; Mnipenfive^ th^ poet, ca^e in, 
too. 

Sir Frederic. Yes, but as nobody took any 
notice of him, he prefemly went cot again. 
• Gen. B^f^i^d. A great proof of his good fenfe. 

Sir Frederic. Your poets, and (heriflPs-offiters, 
ix^ a kind of people every body h)as heard of, but 
diat nobody choofes. to know. 

Lady Morden. Oxi if you are under the ne^, 
ccflity of receiving a private call frcxn them, now 
and dien, it would be quite difgr^c^ftil to be feea 
with them iiv public. ' 

Lord M^i/(^. Your Ladyihip ufed to be very 
partial to Mr. Penfive. 

' Gen. Bufl^mdy Y^s, her Ladyflxip fffed to have 
many lingular partialities. She wa? once par-v 
tial to merit aiid virtue, wherever fhe found 
them : (he bad a partiality for order, oecoAonay, 
and^omeftic dmies, Ukewife : nay, Ihe even went 
fe £ir'ai to chedifh H partiality for your J^^d^ 
(hip ! ' 

Lady M^den. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Odious par-t 
tiaHtics \ 

Sir Frederic. 
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"Lord M$r^n. Ma— .Ma-~Madam !— Odious ? 

Lady Morden. Ha ! ha ! ha! To-^o be 
fure, SirJ-^Is it pot pdious to be unfafhion- 
able? 

Mrs. Modely. Ctrt^inly-i-Wa t ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Sir Frederic. Ha^ ha, ha !-t-I proteft, Gencntl, 
you— rHa, ha, ha ! You are too ievere. 

Oeni Burland. Am I? 

G Sir 
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Sir Frederic. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ' 
You are, really. 

Mrs. Medely. Ha! ha! ha! 
Yes, you are, indeed, General. 

Ijady Morden. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
Yes, yes, you abfohitely are. 

Gen. Burland. Humph — ^Whydon*tyou laugh, 
my Lx)rd ? 

Lord Morden. I do. Ha ! ha ! ha ! — ^I — ^I 
—I do. General — Though, as tofeverity, I own I 
— I don't fee it in that light. 

Gen. Burland. No ! 

Lord Morden. No— I cannot accufe myfelf of 
any fault ; unlefs the love of plcafore be one; - 

Gen. Burland. Hah ! \fi^s\ And your caca« 
logue of pleafures, I fancy, is pretty extcnfive. 

Lord Morden. Not half fo extenfive as one 
could wi(h. 

Gen. Burland. A dice-box, for inilance^ \& die* 

Lord Morden. A very principal one. 

Lady Morden. My (hort experience hardly cn^ 
titles me to venture an opinion, but I find a 
wonderful fimilarity between gaming and a o^ 
bath— You have a — a tremor — ar— a heiitation, 
at firft ; but, having once plunged in, you are 
thrown into the moft delightful glow ! 

Lord Morden. Oh, an ardent tinglin g 

Gen. Burland. Beware, Sir, that a ihivering 
fit does not fucceed. 
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Sir Frederic. Ha ! ha ! ha ! — You really have 
no mercy. General — You hit fo often, and fa 
hard, egad ! 

Lord Morden. Tm va{lly-~happy— to fee you 

all 
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all fo merry-i— Tho'— *upon my honour— I can't 
iind out the Jeft. 

Gen. Burtand. That is ftrange^ when you 
yourfelf make it. x 

Lady MdrdeHi Nbt in the leaft—There is 
many a profeffed joker who does not underftand 
his own wit. 

Gen. Burland. [half ajide] I am tired, dif- 
gufted, with this mixture or folly and wicked- 
nefs— [^^eiwf] May I intrude fo far upon your 
Ladylhip as to obtain half an hour's private con- 
verfation ? 

Lady 4f9r<^» Why— Upon my word — Ge- 
neral-rl-r^ have fo many affairs on hand, to 
day, diat I tnuft beg you — -to excufe me :— -To- 
morrow, jou may command me, for as long as 
you pleale, ■ 

Sir Fnderic. Ay, do. General,^ have the com* 
plaKknce to wait till to-morrow, when my Lady 
will be more at leifure. 

Gen. Burland. [deepfy djffeSeS] Well, madam, 
I did not ufe to be tlK)ught an intruder, by your 
Ladylhip, and will not begin now — But, iince I 
cannot have the honour to tell you privately, I 
ftill think myfelf bound to do my duty, and in- 
form you, publicly, you are in the hands . of 
(harpers, f^ who will filch firom you your good 
name"— [w///& great anxiety] Nay, perhaps, you 
are on the very eve of deftru&ion ! —Oh guile.! 
— ^Gan it be ! — My heart is full !— •I'-i^^^/ up 
to her^ and moft affeHionately takes and prejfts ber 
hand] Lady Morden — I have no utterance — But, 
if there be fuch a thing as fympathy, (bme fmall 
portion of the horror I now feel will communi- 
cate itfelf to you, 

Q% SCENE 
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SCENE III. Lord MoRPEN, Sir Frede- 
RiCy Labt Mordev, Mrs. Modelt. 

{Lady Morden/eems affeSled^ Lord Mordem deeply 
JOy Sir Frederic and Mrs. Modely difceneertedJ) 

A PAUSE, 

Lady Morden. [emieavouring U reemer herfelf] 
The — the General— has the--4lrangeft way o^*- 
alTecting — and—harrowing — Kbs not he, my 
Lord ? 

Lord Morden. Ye — ^yes— Upon my hohoiiry 
he — he — I don't know how — [^putting l^h %and 
te bis heart']. • 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha!— The General-— 
The General is a true Don Quixote. . He &ft 
creates giants, and then kills them. 

Lady Morden. Yes. Ha ! ha ! ha ?**— His 
head is fiill of— of windmills to grind moral fenti- 
ments — But, come, Mrs. Modely> you have not 
feen my new purchafe. 

Mrs. Modely. Oh, what the Aftaeon ? 

Sir Frederic. Is it come home ? 

Lady Morden. Oh, yes — I could not reft till 
I had it. [talking as they are going eff.^ 

Mrs. Modely. Come, my Lord — I long to fee 
jt! 

Lady Morden. The tints are charming ! 

Mrs. Modely.' So I hear — ^The grouping ex* 
ccUent ! 

Lady Morden. Oh, delightful ! 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV. Harriet, from the Jlnti- 

cbamberi Sir FiueDERac, ^ 

Harriet. Hift (-—-Sir Frederic ! 
Sir Frederic, [turning hack'] Oh !~WeU, Sir, 
how proceeds your amour ? I diought you had 
betea bufied in fchemes about that aftair. 

Harriets Faidth, . axid I am fo— 'But I don't 
believe I can, fiicceedo without your affiftance. 

Six Frederic. Perhaps, you are a little ferupu- 
lous about the means. 

Harriets Me 5~lndeed and you have miftaken 
your xnaiw-W^hy, you don't, think. Sir Frederic, 
I regard the complaints or tears erf" women* !»— 
You ajnd I> fure, feek our own gratification, not 
their happinefs — For, if the loye of man fought 
only the happinefs of woman, faidth,. there 
would be Aothing but dull marriages, fond huf« 
bands, and legitimate children ; and we fhould 
lofe aU the fatiarfafdon of feducing wives, ruining 
daughters, and of bringing fo many fine, fwcct, 
innocent, craters upon tke town ! 

Sir Frederic. Oh, it would ftrangely TiCverfe 
the. order of things. 

Harriet. Order !— F%idth, and it would occa- 
fibn a blifled confufion— in DoAor's Commons. 

Sir Frederic. Foi; my part, prefcnt pieafure is 
my purfuit; I nev^rdifturb my imagination with 
diimal conjed:ures, on i future confequences. 

Harriet. Faidth, and you are right — ^For, as 
you fay, it would be difinal enough to trace 
thefe confequences into — into ftreets, and hofpi- 
tals, and — ^places diat the imagination fickcns at. 
Sir Frederic. Marriage, you fay, is not your 
objedl. 

Harriet. 
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Harriet. Oh, no ! I don't like that ,faid ma- 
trimony mufic. 

Sir Frederic. A mortgaged rent-roll, only, can 
make it fupportable, A wife is like a child's 
whiftle, which every breath can play upon, but 
which no art can make melodious. 

Harriet. Faidth, and you have viry proper 
notions about wives. So, whin the dare crater 
gave a marriage hint, why, I told her a dale of 
boifter, confarning an old crofs fadther, and be- 
ing under age, and that I could not marry theie 
three months. For, you know, o^ie does not 
(land for a good double handful of oaths^ and 
lies, whin one wants to ruin a fweet, kind, ^n^^ 
that one loves. / . - v * 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha !— Suppofje you w«j:t 
to make a (ham marriage^ • ^v 

Harriet. A (ham marriage ?— Faidth, and I 
would make that, if there were not a parcel of 
low rafcals, that mSke halters. 

Sir Frederic. Pfliaw ! That's * a paltry, me* 
chanical, fear. 

Harriet. But, you — ^you were telling me, you 
know, of — 2i — fcheme— 

Sit Frederic. Oh! The contract . 

Harriet. Ay, faidth f The contrafl:. You 
faid you would fhew it me. 

Sir Frederic. I will — I have brought it for 
that purpofe [feeling for his focket'hook'\. I, lately, 
found it an efficacious expedient. 

Harriet. And fuccifsful? 

Sir Frederic. Would have been, but for an 
unlucky accident. 

Harriet. But there is one fmall impidimint. 

Sir Frederic. What is that ? 

Harriet. Weftminfter hall. 

Sir 
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Sir Frederic. Baw ! A houfe of cards. 

Harriet. Oh, and that it is; for 'tis fupportcd 
by knaves, and foil of tricks. 

Sir Frederic. Hero— here is the very contraft 
I myfelf gave. 

Harriet. Ay! {endeavouring to conceal- her 
€agernefs.y 

- Sir Frederic. And here a counterfeit copy, with 
a few flight, but eflential, alterations. 

Harriet. I tinderftand-^To put the change 
iipon her;^ {with an anxious eye, continualfy, to- 
ivardtbe ei^ntraljfj] 

Sit Frederic. 'Yfhich you may cafily take, or 
make, ^n opportunity to do. 

Harriet.^ [with affeHed indifference] Wfll, thin, 
lind them both to me ; and, faidth, you (halt fee 
fine divarfion. 

Sk Fredme. No— I*— Fll have them copied 
for you;* '! Thisisfigned, and fealed. 

Harriet. Arrah, what of that ? — Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
Sure, yoii are not afriaid you would be obKged 
to marry a man ? 

Sir Frederic. No — ^The only danger, in truft- 
ing them to you, is that of lofing them. And, 
even then, there could be no ill coiifequence; 
except by falling into die hands of one who is 
far enough from London. 
*' Harriets Ay, ay, lit me have them^ — I give 
y6u my honour to make a proper ufe of them. . 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! You area promifing 
youth, and it would be a pity fuch talents (hould 
be baulked — So, here-^here. 

Harriet. Promifing? Oh, faidth, and I hope 
to furprife even you, yourfiE You fhall pri- 
lently hear of the fuccifs of your fchaimes. 

4 

SCENE 
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SCENE V. Sir Fredericj Gabri^e. 

Gdiriel. [looking after Harriet'^ There. a' goes 
— Hop, ftep, and jump ! — (PiJ«/3r)— -Ecod, (he 
does it feady ! 

Sir Frederic. She ! What's that you fajr > 

GabrieL How a' flcipp^d into the carmge !— 
There ! OflF it drives ! Whiar-r-r-r ! Rattling 
away ! 

^it Frederic. What does the feHow txnan >^^ 
S'death ! — Sure ! — ^Who are you taikiiagiof ?. ; 
» GahrieK Why, of diat Irilh, gentleman=*like> 
Lady. • • - . : : .: -^ 

Sk Frederic. Lady! ..,..:. . 

GabrieL I wur coming ftra^ht to tdi yotK*4 
There is a plot, mun, againft you ! . - ..;.:! 

Sir Frederic. A plot ! [runs toward the ^mt.] 

Gabriel. Nay, you are too late ! — A's gone! 
— Three ftrects off by this* 

Sir Frederic. Conftifion ! 

Gabriel. Ees — She means to breed a confufiom 

Sir Frederic. Who ? 

Gabriel. Mifs Harriet. 

Sir Frederic. Harriet ! — By heavens 'tis flic f-^ 

Gabriel. Ees — ^'tis (he. ^ 

Sir Frederic. Secure fool ! Ineffable ideot ! — 
And, yer, in that difguife, Lucifer himfelf could 
not have difcovered her ! — And who told you ? 

Gabriel. Why, his worfliip's gentleman, Mr. 
Lapelle^— A' o'ei^heard her tell my Lord aw her 
plot. 

Sir Frederic. What courfe (hall I take ? 

Gabriel. Suppofe I wur to watch, and, when 
(he comes back, let your worihip know ? 

Sir 
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Sir Fr^eric. Do fo-i-But be very careful — 
And be very fecret* : 

GabrieL Ees, ees ; I remember the place, mun. 

Sir Frederic. Away-r-be watchful aad be re- 
warded, '^ • 

SCENE VI. Sir Frederxc. 

This is a thunder ftroke ! — Lord Morden in 
the plot, too ! — It will come to Lady Mordjcn's 
cars, I fhall be blown, all my plans difconcerted, 
myfelEJaughed at, and my reputation eternally 
j;uinedi*^tewftj abauf\ Ha l-*-There is one w^y 
to prevent the mifchief^ yet-*By heavens, it can-» 

iQOt fail U 1 will go to I^ady Morden, and, 

w^th fipigned peniteocc, tdl her every circum- 
ftance^^ myfelf ; only making her believe I knew 
Hjapiet,- when I returned xhk contradl. She will 
adinire my candour, think my contrition i^eal, 
and thus will I turn this leeming di&fter to ex- 
jcellent account, by making it an additional prxx>f 
ii fincerity, and affedioB for her Ladyilup jr-^ 
jDear Wit, I thank thee ; thou never fonakeftme 
at a crifis! — Indeed! — My Lord! And my 
young Lady !— ^Ah, ha !— ^But you fliall find one, 
perhaps^ who can plot, as deeply zi yaurfidvcfi. . 
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SCENE I. Lord Morden:, LAP&ttS^ 



Lord Morddn. X N T O what an abyfi of evils 

Jj^ have I plunged, through itfi- 
experience, want of refledion, aiid an abfurd 
imitation of faftiionable follies ! — ^Lapelle. ■* ' /• 

Lapelle. My Lord. *-"/ 

Lord Mdrden. Is the young — ^young gentleman 
returned ? ' ' \ •'^'^ 

La'pelle. [Jigftificantly^ No, my Lord^; 

Lord Morden. I ani on the rack !— ^Tlie liber- 
ties in which Lady Morden permits this Snf 
Frederic are infupportable !— Unable to be 
filent, and afhamed to complain, I am tortured; 
by contending paffions. — Lapelle — ^Lct me know 
the inftant — ^the — ^the young gentleman con{e$ 
back. 

Lapelle. [going] Yes, my Lord. 

Lord Morden. Stay — [jo himfelf] What if I 
were to inform Lady Morden of this affair ?— ^ 
Surely, (he could not fliut her eyes againft fuch a 
palpable, fuch an unprincipled, attempt at fp- 
duftion ! — [aloud'] Go, and tell your Lady, I beg 
to fpeak with her, a moment. *- ; 

SCE NE 
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SCENE II. Lord Morden. 

t 

What an abfurd being is man ! — Not a fort- 
night ago. Lady Morden was totally indifferent 
to me ; and, now I am in danger of lofing her, 
I find I love her^ — To diftraftion love her !— • 
Yet to fink into a civil, fbber, domeflic, man-^— 
To become the (landing jefl of .all thofe high- 
fpirited companions whofe fociety I have courted, 
whofe maxims \ have pretended to admire ! 

SCENE III. Lord Morden, Lady 

Morden. 

-■..-■♦ • 

Lady Mm^den. So, my Lord, in melancholy 
contemplation ; and at home^ too ! 

Lord Marden. Yes, mad^. 

4Uady Morden. Lud ! I wonder how your 
Lordfhip can endure home ! Of all places, in 
the worlds home is, certainly, the moft difagree- 
aWci " ' . - ■ 

Lord Morden. Did not your Ladyfhip meet; 
Lapelle ? 
• Lady Morden: Lapelle I no. 

Lord Morden. ■ I-— I w^fhed t6 fee your Lady- 
Ihip. 

. Lady Morden. To fee me ! What can your 
Lordfhip poflibly want with me ? 

Lord' Morden. To fpeak to you. 

Lady Morden. Speak to me ! — ^You perfectly 
fiarprife tne. 

Lord Morden. On a fubjeft which— -I — I 
(barcely know how to begin. 

Lady Morden. Ha ! ha ! ha ! What can have 
made your Lordfhip fo ferious ? Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Hz I declare. 
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T declare, I never faw you look fo grave bc-^ 
fore ! — This mufl: bs fome very^ important fc' 
crcr, that can occafion your Lordfhip to look fo 
very difmal ! — I vow, I am quite impatient'--^ 
Come, my Lord — ^Why don't you proceed ? 

Lord Morden. I — ^I begin to fim^l hav^ 
been very foolilh. 
Lady Morden. Ua, ha, ha ! Is that the fecrct?-. 
Lord Morden. 1 — I feel I have been to blame. 
Lady Morden. To blame, my Lord ! Hdw?' 
Which way? — ^Or, if you. have^ how does ic* 
concern me ? 

Lord Morden. Your Ladylhip ufed to tJbiofe: 
our interefts infeparable. 

Lady Morden. For which your LordOiip al- 
ways laughed at me. And^ T freely own, ■ I ^was 
a very filly— out of the way womaui 
Lord Morden. Perhaps not, mada 
Lady Morden*. How, my . Loai 1^ 
Your Lordfhip is very polite, but you know* v^esy- 
well I was. 

Lord Morden. Lady Morden, you once loved 
me — You yourfelf, not long fince, kindly owntd 
you did- 

Lady Morden. Very true, my Lord; but whjr 
-T-why iiQw Ihoiild j^c« reproach me with .my fel- 
lies ? 

Lord Morden. I feel the fe verity of your.JC- 
proof — It is no more than I merit ! 

Lj^dy Morden. [with afeifed /urpri/e'] I, read* 
ly, don*t underftand your Lordftiip i-^t^I 
meant no reproof — ^We loved each other as. long- 
as it was agreeable to us, and, if my paffidn 
happened to out-laftyourLordfliip's, that was none 
of yonr fault, Thefe are the principles of-ri*of 

all rational people, you know, my Lord* 

Lord 
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- Lord il&riw? They are principles, inadam>' 
that, from my foul, I wifh I had never heard ! 

iJady Mordetti Upon my honour, you aftohilh. 
me ! — Have not* I learnt them from you, your- 
lelf? ^ 

Lord Morden. Unjuftifiable^ niadatrt, a& my' 
condud: may have been, I never carried' thtilh x6 
the fame excefs as Sir Frederic Fafbion, 

Lady M3rden: [mfb an air of piqui] Sir 
Ftederic* Fa(h.4on may, perfiaps, be as capable of - 
reformation as your l-iordftilp. 

* Lord Af<?r^^/». Your Ladyftiip may^— may be 
pattiak 

Lady Mwden . Partial ! 

Lord 'Mfrden^ Who f6 great a libertine as this 
Sir Frederic ? 

Lady Morden. Has betfn^^*- — ^He has candour 
enough to confefs it. 

Lord Morden, i'4as '■ been !— ^ — ^^Madam, there 
cxifts a prefent proo. f of deliberate fedudlion ! "^ '■ • ' 
An injured Lady !^ — ^— ^ 

Lady Morden. [/m. Htng] Oh ! What the— ^die> 
the Croat. ' 

Lord Morden. Mada m ! 

Lady Morden. What ^ yourfurprife, my Lord? 
Don't I'teU you he .has-cX)nfeflcd all iiis follies to 
me? 

luovA' Morden^ Btit, madam, did he mention 
the coatraft ? 

Lady Morden. To be f bre ! And the — the 
counterfeit copy— With* the generous manner in 
which he, juft no\r, returned Harriet the original ; 
though; (he thought he did nc >t know her. 

Lord AfW(f». Lam petrified! — ^Lady Mor- 
den-^I perteive, I have loft j our afFcviions. 

Lady 
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Lady Morden. My Lordf— I am above dif^ 
fimulation. Yes — ^I own I have a paflion^ too 
permanent to be fhakcn j and the fatisfa<5tion of 
a felf-affurance that he who, at prefent, poflefies. 
my heart, will not, fo foon, be weary or me, as 
he who had it before. 

Lord Morden. You cut me to the ibul! — ^Did 
you know what I feel ! 

Lady Morden. Feel, my Lord ! Ha, ha, ha ! 
Oh fie ! — Your Lordftiip is a man of f^ioh^ not 
of feeling* 

Lord Morden. Hovering mifchief, madam, has 
quickened benumbed nature in me. \kneeU Und 
takes her hand] Oh! let nie conjjore you. Lady 
Morden, to refleft on your pref cnt fituation ! ' I 
have condufted you to the horrid precipice o£* 
guilt, and deflxuftion ! Oh fuffeit me to fave, tja 
fnatch, you from danger ! 

Lady Morden. H^, ha, ha! 

SCENE IV. Lord Morden, Ladt 

Morden, Sir F'kEDERic, , 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! How now, my: 
Lord ! Ha, ha, ha ! Making love to your wife ?. 

Lady Morden. Ha, ha, ha ! Oh ! Sir Frede- 
ric, if you had but come a little fooner, you 
would have heard the nioft delightful morality I 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ba, ha ! Morality firom my 
Lord ? 

Lord Morden. Ycis, Sir, morality from my 
Lord ! 

Lady Morden. H a, ha, ha ! Nay, I affure you, 
he is quite ferious. [retires coquetting with Sir 
Frederic.'] 

? Lord 



^ 



A COMEDY, SS 

* - 

Lord Mot'den* Rejefted ! Ridiculed ! De- 
fpifed! Their fport! Their fcorn !— Their fub- 
je6t for open farcafm, laughter, and contempt ! 
Oh ! Infupportable. [Lord Mor den retires into bis 
ewn room.'] 

SCENE y. Lady MoRDEN, Sir pREp«- 

RIC. ' 

Lady Mor den. Ha, ha, ha 1 My Lord has a 
rnind to ^ftdl in love with me, once n»pe* 

Sir Frederic. Nobody, but iisy Lord, madam, 
would ever luve ceafed, a moment, to love you I 

JLady Mor den. WeU, Sir Frederic, and may J, 
then, at laft, flatter myfelf I have found that 
fympathy of foul, for which I fo long have 
(ighed? 

Sir Frederic. Alas, macjam, I dare not rank 
myfelf your equal ! — Noj I dare not ! — There is 
fuch infinitude of periFedion in your every 
thought, look, and cxpreffion, that to merit you 
were to, be, as you are, fomething celeftial ! — 
yet, ijich virtue as mere humanity may arrive at, 
I.^ill exhauft natiire with endeavours, and wieary 
jbeaven with prayers, to acquire ! 
' Lady Mprden. There is, furely, fome fecret 
charm in your words'. 

' Sir' Frederic. Did I think the gratification of 
any finifler paflion influenced niy prefent con* , 
duft ; were it not/my hope to remove you from 
the cold embrace of fatiated apathy, to the fweet 
and eiidlefs tranfports of love, founded on, per- 
mit me to fay, on a congeniality of foul and fen^ 
timent; did I not feel an innate conviftion that 
there, already, fubfifts, betweieh us, a tie of the 
jnoft indiflbluble nature, an immacuUte tie, a 
' * marriage 
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marriage of the mind, fupenor infinitely to all 
human inftitutions ; did I not think, and ifeel^ 
thus, I would, inftantly, dreadful as the image is 
to thought, renounce that heaven which I liavc 
had the prefuniption to contemplate, nay afpire 
to poflefs ! 

Lady Morden, And if, after all this, you fhould 
prove filfe, Sir Frederic ! 

Sir FrederiQ. Falfe, madam ! — Oh ! Let me 
conjure you to inflid any punifhment on itie, ra- 
ther than that of fufpefting my finccrity !— *Thus. 
laieeling, on thi?;angelic hand, I yo w ■■ 

■ 

PCENP VI, Lady Morden, Sir'Fr^, 

DERIC, LORP MqRDEK. . 

t 

I 

Lord Morden^ I cannot refift the impulfe wiio)^ 
»— How !— Sir Frederic ! 

Sir Frederic. \rifing\ My Lord, \wiih /W-i 
fe£i indifference. ~\ 

Lord Morden. So, madani ! 

I-^ady Morden. So, Sir. 

Lord Morden. You can Uften to morality frooi^ 
ethers, madam, if not from me ! 

Lady Morden. Oh ! I— I have no diflike to a 
fermon, when I-«admire the preacher. 

Lord Morden. Madam — ^Ii you have no refped: 
for my honour, you might have fome for m}( 
feelings, and — r- 

Lady Morden. [^Interrupting him] A, a-*-Hbld, 
hold, my Lord— You are beginning your djf-*^ 
(our/e again ; but I am in a hurry, and >yill hear 
you draw your conclufions fome other opportut 
ijity. 

Lord Morden. Madam 

Lady Morden. Nay, 1 will, upon my honour. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. Lord Morden, Sir 

Frederic. 

Lord Morden. Hold, Sir ; a word with you, if 
you pleafe. 

Sir Frederic. With me, my Lord ? 

Lord Morden. With you. 

Sir Fredirk. Willingly. Your Lordfliip feems 
in fo pleafant a humour 

Lord Morden. Sir, I am in a humour neither 
to be trifled with nor fneered at. 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! I can aflure your, 
Ha, ha, ha ! your Lordfhip, no man is happier 
to fee you in your prefent temper than I am. 

Lord Morden. Lx)ok you. Sir Frederic, you 
and I have been too long of the fame fchool for 
me to be ignorant of your principleiS. But I be- 
gin to deteft them ! 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lord Morden. They are now, at this very mo- 
ment, rending my heart. They have planted a 
neft of adders in my bofom. — ^^In fhort. Sir — 
You muft forbeir your vifits to Lady Morden. 

Sir Frederic. My Lord — . 

Lord Morden. I am ferious — determined. 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! When her Ladyjhip 
gives me this advice, it may — perhaps — ^be fol- 
lowed. 

Lord Morden. It mufi and (hall be followed. 
Sir, when I give it. 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lord Morden. Ridiculous as it niay appear, to 
you, and fuch as you, I feel, and will aflert, a 
hufband's rights. 

Sir Frederic. Ha, ha, ha ! I congratulate your 

I Lordfhip, 
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Lordlhip, on the kcsnnefs, and delicacy, of your 
feelings; they give me great pleafurej infinite 
pleafjre, upon my foul. Ha, ha, ha ! — As to— . 
a hiifband's rights, I — have no doubt, you will 
— very fhortly — be in full pofleffion of diem all. 

Lord Morden, Sir, I will have you know, I 
am, at prelent, in full poffeffion of them alL 

Sir Frederic. May be fo, egad ! 

Ijordi Morden. And can no longer forbear 
telling you, I beUeve you to be a villain* 

Sir Frederic. Ah, now, your Lordfhip is per- 
feftly expHcit. \draw, andfigbiJ] 

SCENE VIII. Lord Morden, Sm Frede- 
ric, Gabriel, who runs fearlefs between tbem, 
and locks firft at one^ then at the other. 

Lord Morden. How now, firrali ! How dare 
you take this liberty ? 

GahrieL Nay, ecod, there do feem to be fomc 
danger in it ; an I had not dared to dare, but that 
I thought that your Lordfhip wou'd na ftick I. 

Lord Morden. Be gone, firrah ! 

Gabriel. Nay, but my Lady fent me, and 
would be glad to fpeak wi' your honour's, wor- 
fliip. 

Lord Morden. With me ? 

Gabriel. Oh no ! Not wi' your Lordfhip 's ho- 
nour's worfhip ; but wi' his worfhip's honour, .Sir 
Frederic Faihion. 

Sir Frederic. This is no place, my Lord : 
we'll fettle this bufinefs to-morrow — To-morrow, 
my Lord — To-morrow- 
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SCENE IX. LoiRDMoRDfeN, Gabriel.' 

Lord Morden. Damnation !— ^Torture !-^To* 
morrow ?-^He has Ibme coneealed meaning-— 
^^ A thoufami litde circumftances tell me, fome 
" mifchief is brooding — I coiild not have be^ 
^^ lieved Lady Morden fo confirmed, fo far gone, 
*^ in guilt.;— ^The behaviour of them all, their dark 
^^ allufions, their farcafins, pointed at me, convince 

me, they are adting in conjun&ion, to hold me 

up" — ^How now, firrah ! What do you ftand 
gaping at ? — How durft you come between us ? 

GabrieL .Why, ecod, I knew that, wi' us, i'th 
country, inurde^: would have been againft the 
comnnndements. ; ' and I had forgot tliat, here, in 
town, you have no commandements. 

Lord Morden. This fool can fee the exceffes 
of paflion in their true light. » 

Gabriel Trnforry *at I angered your Lord- 
Ihip's worihip ; becafe as why, I wur determined 
to do like the reft of my neighbours ; for, far- 
tinly, wur a body to keep the commandements, 
while every body elfe is. breaking them^ — ^a'd be 
a poor devil, indeed, \^Lord Morden walks abouf] 
Belike, your Lordfhip be a bit jealoufy, like ? 

Lord Morden . How, firrah ! 

GabrieL Nay, I (hoiild no' a' wondered an 
yoti wur — An I had no* been told that your 
Londoneers be never jealoufy, like. 

Lord Morden. Should not have wondered! — 
Why not, firrah ? 

GabrieL Nay, ecod, I munna tell ! 

Lord Morden. Tell what ? 

GabrieL Nay, that's it — As I faid, I munna 
tell ! 

I 2 Lord 
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Lord Morden. [puts his band to bis /word] 
Speak all you know, inftandy, or 

GabrieL [with balfjerious half fully reproof^ 
Nay, nay, donna be in a paffion, your worfliip— 
I be no goofe, you munna fpitt me. 

Lord Morden. Speak, I fay— Fll have your 
fecret, or your foul. ' 

GabrieL Ecpdj I believe, your worQiip will be 
puzzled to find either — Tho' that Sir Frederic 
be an old fox — A's ufed to deal chickciL 

Lord Morden. Be explicit ; what has he done? 

Gabriel. Done— Oh! — ^A's — ,^ . 

Lord A&r^^«. What ? 

Gabriel. Promifed me a place ! 

Lord Morden. Zounds ! 

GabrieL And, moreover, a' ga' me a purfe ; 
which is better ftill : for, your worihip's grace do 
know that, an egg, in hand, is better nur a hen, 
in expeftation. 

Lord Morden. Suppofe, firrah, I give you my 
purfe, too. 

GabrieL Nay, ecod, an you gi' it me- — I 
b'lieve, I fliall — I fhall take it. 

Lord Morden. There, Sir. 

GabrieL Thank your worftiip's Lordihip. — 
[Gabriel puts up the purfe y and walks leifurely into 
Lady Morden' s I)reJfing'RoomJ\ 

SCENE X. Lord Morden, Harriet, 

Lord Morden. [following Gabriel'] Why, hark 
you, firrah ! — Come back ! — ^Why, rafcal 1 

Harriet, [calling] St ! My Lord ! My Lord ! 

Lord Morden. [looking back to Harriet^ and 
then recolleSing Gabriel Aftonifhing effrontery I 

Harriet. My Lord ! ^ 

2 Lord 
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Lord MhrdeH. [returning] Oh ! Madam> I am 
diftrafted. 

Harriet. Have patience, but for one qvi^er of 
an hour, and I hope to rid you of ^ yqur fears, 
and infli6t that punifhment^ on the author of lhcm» 
which he dreads moft. 

Lord Morden. How, Madam ? 

Harriet. By expofing him ; making him what 
he delights to make others, a fofcgeft ^ kugfeter 
and contempt. 

Lord Morden. Which way. Madam ? 

Harriet. We may be overheard ; ftep with me 
into the antichamber, and FU mfonti you. 

SCENE XL Gabriel, Sir Frederic. 

Gabriel. [:f^i^g ^ft^ Lord Morden and 
Harriet y and then calling] Sir Frederic ! — Sir 
Frederic ! 

Sir Frederic. Well, what's the matter ? How 
cameft thou off with his Lordlhip ? 

Gabriel. Off ? Ecod, I-.-I wifh you may come 
off as well. 

Sir Frederic. I ! ' 

Gabriel. Ees.— Why, mun,. there be the bai- 
liffs, below ! 

S\v Frederic. Bailiffs! 

Gabriel. Ees — Sent by the Irifh gentleman, 
lady I mean, a'ter your worfhip ! — Ecod, hur is 
determined to ha* you, fafe ! 

Sir Frederic. The Devil ! What's to be done ! 
— Is (he with them ? 

Gabriel. No ; hur be come back, and is gone 
into the antichamber, wi' my Lord. 

Sir Frederic. And has not feen them ? 

Gabriel. Likely not. 

Sir 
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Sir Frederic. Here, quick, change clothes 
with me, and tell them you are Sir Frederic 
Fafhion. 

Gabriel. Me ! — Ecod, thank you for that — 
No, no — I would na* be in your coat, for fifiy 
pound ! 

Sir Frederic. Fool ! they durft not detain jw. 

Gabriel. I'll take care they Ihan't. 

Sir Frederic S'death ! What's to be done ? ' 

Gabriel, Ecod — Suppdfe — Suppdfe I wur to 
go, and tell the Irifli gendeman fomebody wanted 
bur ; and fo make 'em arreft (he ? 

Sir Frederic. Ha ! Exquifite fellow ! I con- 
ceive — Away, fend her inltantly ! 



SCENE XII. Sir Frederic, two Bailiffs. 

Bailiff. Is your name Sir Frederic Fafhion, Sir? 

Sir Frederic. No, Sir ; but Sir Frederic will 
be here, directly ; if you have any bufincfs with 
him- 

Bailiff. [afide to bis companioft] Have your 
handkerchief ready, fliould he make any nolle, 
for fear, of a refcue — This is a very ferious affair. 
[^to Sir Frederic'^ P^ay, Sir, what kind of perfon 
is Sir Frederic ? 

Sir Frederic. Um — a handfome— agreeable 
little gentleman, and very young. 

Bailiff. May I afk, Sii*, how he is drefTed ? 

Sir Frederic, [afide'] Gad ! well remembered. — 
to the bailiffs'] Dreffed, oh ! he is drefled for — 
or the mafquerade— Here he comes, [the Bailiffs 
retire a little upon the watch,] 
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SCENE XIII. Sir Frederic, Bailiffs, 

Harriet. 

Sir Frederic. \jo H^rr/V/]. Well, Sir Frederic ! 
Ha, ha, jia ! How goes your fcherne. 

Harriet. Oh, ho! — Faidth, and are you fo 
jocular? 

Sir Frederic. I have been thinking this is a 
dangerous bufinefs, and would advife you not to 
give the girl that contraft — It may bring you 
into trouble. 

Bailiff, \ajide to bis companion'] You hdar ! 

Harriet. Oh 1 Faidth, and fhe has it fafe 
enough. 

Bailiff, [advances'] Sir Frederic Faftiion [touches 
Harriet on t-be Jhoulder], you are my prifoner. Sir, 
- —I have a fpecial writ againft you. 

Harriet. Ha, ha, ha! Againft me!—- Arfah, 
frind, but '^fciU are making a bit of a bull here. 

Bailiff. We know what we are about. Sir; my 
carriage is below ; you fhall be treated like a 
gentleman ; but we muft beg you to go with us, 
inftaittly, and without noife. 

Harriet, [alarmed and forgetting the brogue] I . 
tell you, friend., you miftake the perfon. 

SCENE XIV. Sir Frederic, Harriet, 

Bailiffs, Gabriel. 

Gabriil. [goes up to Harriet] Here, Sir 
Frederic ; here be a cai*d, from Colonel Cafto.fT, 
wi' his comphments. 

Harriet-. Sirrah ! Me ! 

Gabriel, [zvith pretended ajionijhment] Ees, to 
be lure ! 

Bailiff. 
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Bailiff. Sir, we muft be gone. 

Harriet . This is a concerted trick — Here — [as 
Joon as Harriet begins to cally the bailiffs clap the 
handkerchief over her mouthy and hurry off with 
her.-] 

SCENE XV. Gabriel^ Sir Frederic. 

Gabriel. Did not I do it rarely ? 

Sir Frederic. Do ! — I could wonder and wor- 
fliip thee ! In half a year, thou would'ftmake an 
afs of Machiavel ! — Oh that I could but retrieve 
that curfed contrail. 

Gabriel. I do think I could get it. 

Sir Frederic. Ay ! — Nay, I do, almoft, begm 
to believe in miracles ! Which way ? 

Gabriel. No matter for that — What will you 
gi' me ? 

Sir Frederic. Whatever thou canft wifh — A 
hundred guineas H 

Gabriel. And the place in the Excife ? 

Sir Frederic. Any thing, every thing ! — Run, 
try, fly ! — Think, fucceed, and FU make an 
Emperor of thee ! 

Gabriel. Ees — I'll be Emperor of Excife-men. 

SCENE XVI. Sir Frederic, Mrs. 

MoDELY, Emily. 

Sir Frederic. The fhrewdnefs, and abilities, of 
this fellow are amazing ! 

Mrs. Modely. [entering'] Yes, my fweet little 
Emily, the greateft beauty in London would be 
envied, had flic made fiich a conqueft. 

Emily. Ah !— -You fay fo.— 

Mrs. Modely. Say ! Why, to-morrow morning, 

the whole town will be in a flame ! 

Emily. 
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Emily. Well, that will be pure ! 

Mrs. Modtlj. Oil ! Sir Frederic- 
Sir Fredme. [runs to Emily] My life ! My 
foul ! My tranfport; ! 

Emily. \jo j^s. Midely] What fweet words ! 

Mrs, Modely. You are very much obliged to 
m% I .aflfure you. — I have been fpeaking to my 
fweet, dear, little Emily, here, in your behatf. . 

S\x Frederic. Then, Madam, I am, inexpref- 
fibiy, obliged to you ! 

Emikf. Yes, Mrs. Modcly is very much your 

friend, and very much my friend A'n*t you, 

Mrs.Modely? 

; Mrs. Modely. Yes, my little dear ; I am, in- 
deed, vity much your friend : ahd, if I had non 
the'beft opinion in the world of Sir Frederic, 
would not have fpoken as I have. 

Emily. Well, Sir Frederic, have you ordered 
the chaife and foiir ? 

Sir Frederic, [pretending to he afraid Mrs. 
M?dcly pbuld overbear']. Yes !--Hufli ! 

Emily. Nay, you may fay any thing before 
Mrs. Modely. I have told her all ; rar, you 
know, (he is my friend. 

• Mrs. Modely. Yes, yes. Sir Frederic; be 
affured, I will not betray any fecrpt, the keeping 
of which will make my dear Emily fo happy ! 

^Smily. Yes, we (hall be fo happy ! You 

know. Sir Frederic, you fwear to marry me. 

Sir Frederic. Solemnly ! [^ali through' the /cene he 
looks anxioufly rounds at intervals ^ fearful of being 
Jkrprifed.] 

Emily ^ Well, but, fwear it again ; now, be- 
fore Mrs. Modely. 

Sir Frederic. By all die faints ' 

. K Endly. 
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Emily. Saints ! Pftiaw ! You (hould fwear by 
.—by my bright eyes, that dim the flars, ■ . 

Sir Frederic. Oh ! By thofe bright eyes, that 
dim the blazing Sun. ■ - ' 

Emify. And — and, my beauties, that ccDpfe 
the blufhing Moon ! 

S\i Frederic. Ay, by thofe, and all your btirn- 
ing charms, I fwear. * 

Emily. To marry me, the moment we comie to 
Scodand ? '-''■" 

Sir Frederic. The moment we come ta Scot- 
land. : ^. 

Emily. And, if we are purfued— ^ 

Sir Frederic. To fight for you ! Die for ycW !■ 

Emily. Oh ! That will be delightful !— - ^^ 

Sir Frederic, [afide'] TheDevU it win !' -^"^ ' 

Emily. Come, let us fet off !-^My bandbbi: is 
ready ! - . 

Sir Frederic. That is impoffible, my angd'! ' 

Emily. Impoflible ? 

Sir Frederic. I have not ordered the dkaiTt, till 
ten o'clock. 

Emily. Oh dear ! What, two whole hOQxi 
longer ! ' - • •; 

Sir Frederic. They are two ages, I gr^t-— 
[^looking round] Forgive my fears, my deareft 
Emily ; but, tho* the pleafure of your compsihy 
is the moft precious thing on earth— ^a^ Si ■ 
yet-— *--^'- 

Emily. What, you want me gbne' ? - 

Sir Frederic. Rather than you ihould thihk^ ft 
unkindly, I will run the hazard of beinjg" -feir- 
prifed, and eternally fcparated from you. ; ^ 
• Emily. Will you ! I am fure you don't Wv8 
me then — However, I'll go. — You will ht fure 
to be ready, the moment the clock fbikes ten. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XVII. SifeFRKDERic, Mrs. Model y. 

Six Frederic. Time is precious — Here have 
been fuch plots, againft me ! 

Mrs. Modely. Plots ! ' 

Sir Frederic. Oh ! I have efcaped Scylla and 
Charybdis ! But wind and tide are, now, both 
with me— rLady Morden is to meet me, here, in 
half an hour. Thro' that door is her chamber. 

Mrs. Modely. Oh, you vile creature ! 

Sir Frederic. What prude, to-morrow, will 
dare pretend that woman, and education, are a 
match for man, . and nature ? 

'Mx%.lS/fodely. And fo you will periift in your 
wickednefs, in fpite of my perfuafions ! 

Sir Frederic. Lady Morden has, ftill, all the 
rhodomontade of love, in her brain — Thinks of 
nothing but cooing-conftancy, and eternal rap- 
tures ! 

Mrs. Modely. Simple woman ! 

Sir Frederic. Except, indeed, tormenting her 
huiband ; which feems to give the fin a double 
fweetnefs. 

Mrs. Modely. Or iQie would be no wife ! 

Sir Frederic. So, as foon as I am gone off with 
Emily, I will have a confolatory epiftle deli* 
vered to her. 

Mrs. Modely. Compaflionate toad ! 

Sir Frederic. Here it is, ready written ;. and^ 
if I don't flatter myfelf, a mafter-piece. , 

Mrs. Modely. Let me fee ! Let me-fee ! 

Sir Frederic. No, you (hall hear, [reads'] 'Dear 
' Madam, Tfao' you are an angel, if there arc 
* other angels, , am I to blame ? 

Mrs. Modely. Certainly not. 

K 2 Sir 
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Sir Frederic, [reads'] ^ If man is naturally in- 
' conftant, and if I am a man — ^am I to blame ? 
Mrs, Modely. Certainly not. 
Sir Frederic, {reads'] * If nature has made 

* variety the higheft enjojrment»r— am I to blame ? 

Mrs. Modely. Certainly not. 
Sir Frederic, [reads] ^ If, fince happinefs is 
^ the purfuit of us all, I am happy as often as I 

* can — ^am I to blame ? 

Mrs. Modely. Certainly not. 

Sir Frederic, [reads] * Farewell, Madam ; 

* circumftances, as you will find, force me, thca 
^ fuddenly, from your arms, in which, I own, I 
' found heaven centered : but, if you flioukt (ixU 

* me cruel, peijured, and ungrateful, becnufel wQi 

* naturally, and therefore rationaUyA^sam Ito 

* blame?' --a.'-: 

Mrs» Madefy. Certainly not !— Well, as I iivc, 
this is a mafter-ftroke ! Perfectly as I thoi^jht I 
knew you, you have aftoniflied me ! 

Sir Frederic. Yes ; 'tis the true Socratic mode 
•—But, now, my dear Mrs. Modely, go you to 
Emily, prevent her difturbing us, and keep her 
in readinefs. 

Mrs. Modefy. Well I remember, every thing 
is at flake, and be yourfelf. 

Sir Frederic. Fear me not; that prefcience, 
which, they fay, is the forerunner of all e^eat 
events, gives me a happy aflurance of fuccefs : a 
confidence, that makes fuccefs certain* 
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SCENE!. 



General Burland. T Cannot - keep fit>m diis 

' X houfe!— There is a fore- 
boding of Btifchie^which haunts, and pertur bs^ 
my imi^natioh !-^And, I fear, with reaforij— 
The malxgnant joy, the (mothered exult, the ob- 
fcure, ironical, fatire, which ran throu^ the 
difcourfe of thsk Sir Frederic, were not without 
a meaning. — ^I wifh I had not confented to let 
Enaily ftay— He fneered, I remember, at the 
moment : nay, it fecmod the fneer of triumph !— 
I wifh (he were fafe, at my own houfe,— ^Poor 
Lady Morden ! — ^And, is it pebble ? — Such 
redtitude of heart !— Such purity of fentiment !— 
I wifh Emily were at home — Should my child, 
my darling fall, I were a wretch indeed ! 

SCENE IT. General, Lord Morpen^. 

■" ■ * ■ ... 

Lord Morden. [wildly'] I am miferable ! 
diftraaed ! racked ! — The thunderbolt has ftruck 
before I heard it ! — Oh that its exterminating 
power had been final ! But it has maimed, and 
deformed, .and left a full -feeling ofwretchediiefs ! 

Gen. Burland. How now, my Lord ? 

4 Lord 
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Lord Morden. General !— ^I am a wretch !— • 
An irretrievable, eternal, wretch ! , ' . 

Gen. Burland. What, and are you come to a 
fenfe of this, now it is too late ? \ 

Lord Mordtn. There's the miTery !— The Curfc 
is accomplifhed, and hope is fled ! ' 

Gen. Burland. Why, ay ! Such is the infatua- 
tion of folly, and vice, they will not believe veh* 
geance has an arm, till its fatal gripe is felt ! 

Lord Morden. I cannot fupport thefe tortures ! 
—Oh that it were poflible ! — . 1 Z' 

Gen. Burland. What ? 

Ldrd Morden* To reclaim Lady Morden. 

Gtti.^ Burland. What then i Another month* 
and Sir Frederic Fafliion, or any odier libettine 
of faftiion, might take her. . 

Lord M^rJen.' Never ! — ^Never! — ^Wcre =^^ her 
aiTedions once again mine, the fbroke of death, 
only, ftiould feparate us ! 

Gen. Burland. [with deep cmpajfion'^ Well, my 
Lord, if you are, at laft, convinced of the im- 
menfity of your lofs — ^I pity you ! 

Lord Morden. Oh, would you could relieve ! 

Gen. Burland. Would I could ! — But, you 
were a witnefs how ineffeftual my endeavours were. 
However, walk with me, into the antichamber, 
and let us confult what is beft to be done.— -Her 
principles, I fear, are (haken ; the only rock on 
which virtue can (land fecure. 

Lord Morden. Sapped, dcftroycd t — She aVows 
her intents ! Unblufhingly avows them ! And, 
recapitulating my errors, my crimes, dares ihe 
to complain of, or notice, hers I Scorns and con- 
temns me, ajid juftly too, that fuch a thing as I 

lhotjl4 
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fliould pretend to repeat, or refpcdt, the word 
virtue ! ..,. .. .... 

Gen. Burland. It is what every hujfband, every 
father of a family, mufi: expedll Hijsr.inialleit 
foibles will (land as precedents i^r' aTw^wn of 
follies ; and, if he has any vices, they:.will .propa- 
gate a hideous brood, that fliall. extirpate his 
name from the earth, or overwhelm it with ob-. 
loquy! . 

. . ■ -...-.'■-•■ 

SCENE III. GABRtEL, Sir Frederic. 

Gabrid. {peeping after Lord Mcrden, and the 
General] Gome^ mun ! — Yoiir worihip, ixime ! 

Sir Frederic. Are they gone ? 

Gabriel. Ees. 

Sir Frederic^ Well, what haft thou done? — 
Where is Harriet ? 

Gabriel. Oh, I ha' her fafe. 
; Sir Frederic. Thou! 

Gabriel. Ees, mun— For, when the Bailiffs 
found out a wur a woman, they wur parfitly 
ravenous! 

Sir Frederic. And let her go ? 

Gabriel. Ees. 

Sir Fr^ Jmc . S'death ! 

Gabriel. But, I fecured hen 

Sit Frederic. Secured! Imppfliblel How? 

Gabriel. Nay, never da -you mind ho^x^—I 
tell'cc j I ha' her fafe. 

Sir Frederic. But where are the Bailiffs ? 

.Gabriel. In this houfe. 

Sir Frederic. The devil they are ! 

Gabriel. Ees, they be*-^aiting^ for your worr 
fhip. 

Sir 
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Sir Frederic. Death and deftnidtion ! 

Gabriel. But what o'that r I a'got the contrad, 
mun. 

Sir Frederic. Haft thou ? 

Gabriel. Ees^ here it is. 

Sir Frederic. Precious fellow ! I could wccfhip 
thee ! — Give it me. 

Gabriel, [putting bis band bebind bim.'\ Nay, 
hold there != — I wunna do that. 

Sir Frederic. Won't ! 

Gabriel. No— I wunna. 

Sir Frederic. Pftiaw ! Make no words^ but de- 
liver it— and, here — ^here is— ^ 

Gabriel. Nay, put up your paper, for j wiia-» 
na part wi' mine. 

Sir Frederic. S'death, fellow ! 

Gabriel. Nay, be mild tempcred^«*Aaad where 
you be ; for an you ftir another ftep. Til call the 
BaiUfTs. 

Sir Frederic, [^fide'] Cunning fcoundrel ! — He 
has me in his power, and time preffes.-— Well, 
Gabriel, be faithful, and, depend on't, ru make 
thee a clever fellow. 

Gabriel. Why, ecod, I think I am like a Mpn- 
mouth-ftreet coat — ready made. 

Sir Frederic. Thou remembereft the inftruc- 
tions I gave thee ? 

Gabriel. Parfitly. 

Sir. Frederic. The chaile is to wait, at the 
comer of the ftreet. 

Gabriel. £es. 

Sir Frederic. Thou art to convey Emily's 
bandbox away, privately ; and, if any queftions 
are aiked, to fay it is Lady Morden's. 

Gabriel. Ees. 
• Sir Frederic. Haft thou taken care of the letter, 
I gave thee ? 
— Gabriel. 
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GabrieL Care ! Ecs, ees ; la' ta'en good care 
on't. . 

Sir Frederic. Obferve, thou art to deliver, it to 
Lady Morden, half an hour after we are de- 
parted. 

Gabriel. Half an hour before you are departed. 

Sir Frederic. Zounds ! No, half an hour^fter, 
man. 

GabrieL Oh ! Ees, ees ; half an hour after. 
' Sir Frederic. Now begone. 

Gabriel. But — but, how will your worlhip get 
by the Bailiffs ? 

Sir Frederic. S'death, that's true ! — Is there 
nadifguife ? 

GabrieL Why — ees^— there be a long great- 
coat i'th' hall. 

Sir Frederic. Ay, true ! — Bring it me. 

GabrieL Nay> nay — rU put it on firft, and let 
'em fee m? — fo, then, when they fee you, they'll 

think it be I 

. Sir Frederic. Excellent! Where are Lord 
Morden, and the General ? 

GabrieL I'th' t'odier chamber. 

Sir Frederic. Unlucky ! I wifh th^y were any 
where eWe. 

Gabriel. Oh I — an that be all, I'll foon make 
'em budge. 

Sir Frederic. How ? 

GabrieL Nay! — Lord, you're fbquifitive! — 
I tell you, rU do't — I'll faunter thro' this door, 
lock it, and fend 'em packing thro' : t'other. 
^ Swi'rederic. Thou art thfe prince of plotters 
— AWay, be vigilant. 

GabrieL Oh I nevfer do you fear me ! 

[^Goes into the anticbamber.'] 
L SCENE 



SEDUCTION: 



SCENE IV. Sir Frederic, Ladv^ 

MORD.EN. 

Sir Frederic. This fellow would outwit a whole 
conclave of Cardinals} "^' 

Lady Morden. Well, Sir Frederic ! l^^e I'vti^ 
you fee ; punftual to my promife.' , 

Sir Frideric- [_ttiitbvaji injinuatm,/eemmgjp^ 
cerity, and bumhle rapture^ all through the/vati.'f 
Oh, Madam, how can I repay this bo^iUyf-.'? 
this condefcenfion ! — Never!— My life ■yere^'i, 
poor facrifice, to fuchfweanefsandfuchcj^qittisf 

Ltudy Morden. Sir Frederic, this is a trym^,, 
a decifive moment ! I am going to be either ^e' 
moft happy or the moft wretched of women ! 
You tell me, it is your wifh, your refoljitign, tcf'_ 
be no longer that general lover, that man of t|ie 
world, you have, hitherto, been thoughts 

Sir Frederic. Say not, dear Lady, it is aiitec. 
my wjlh or refolution! Heaven c^ teftify, 
I have not the power to be any thing, bvj wKw' 
it fliall plcafe you to make me ! 

Lady Morden. I have owned to you thay, tbe 
levity I have lately affeiftedis not natur^ to mej 
that my heart lighs for an acquaintance, a mate, 
that, like itfelf, is fubjeft to all the fweet emp-' 
. tions of fenfibility !— Yes, it was the firlt wife of 
my foul to find this correfpondent heart T A heart 
beating with the fame ardour, vibrating, to the, 
fame lenfations, panting for the fame pleafiires* 
flirinking from the fame pangs ; pliant, yet liitB; 
gentle, yet afpiring; paflionate, yet pure'f--* ' 
Such I once thought Lord Morden's--ShoiildI, 
a fecond time, be deceived ! 

Sir 
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Sir Prederic. I api poor in proofs of fincerity ! 
I haVe none to offer ! — My former errors are 
prefent punilhments ! To deny or even palliate 
them would imply intentional deceit;^ ; and this is 
a moment in which I would wifh for men and 
gQds;to be witnefles of .my truth !— -I have had, 
I own, mbft libertine opinions of your gentle fex ; 
but thefe I, now, folemnly renounce ! — Had I, 
before, met with a Lady Morden, I fliould, be- 
fore, have made this renunciation !—- But, per- 
haps/ the women it has been my misfortune to 
know deferved, in part, the light efteem in which 
I held them. — Never, till now, did I find one 
who could mutually infpire fuch paffion and re- 
{pe(% ! Such agitated, burning, hopes ! Such 
ex^cruciating fears, or thoughts fo fanftified, as 
thofe I, this rhottient, feel ! 

Lady Morden. Yet, Sir Frederic,. I cannot 
help obferving your converfation, in fociety, 
feems ftill tinged, with the impurity of your for- 
mer hT>errine principles. 

Sir Frederic. I own, Lady Morden, with con- 
fufion own, 1 have not hitherto had the courage, 
or, perhaps, I have wanted ftrength to ftem the 
torrent : opt, aided by you, I feel, I dare pro- 
mife any thing ! 

Lpdy Morden. I confefe, Sir Frederic, the 
mipd finds fome difficulty in rooting out fears, 
planted in it by reiterated accufations. The 
ftoi^es the world tells of you are dreadfiil I And, 
yet, there is fuch heartfelt convidlion attends your 
prdiibiit worlds that, to me,, it is impoflible to 
lifteii and retain a doubt. 

Sir Pr^dertc. This generous confidence tranf- 
ports me, fills me with gratitude, and infpires 

L ^ rapturous 
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rapturous hope ! [chjps her round the tvaifi.'] Oh, 
gently fuffer me to conduft you, where love lies, 
in panting, breathlefs, ccftafy 

S C E N E V. 

To them Gabriel, abruptly ^ in a Greats-coat y 

ftands fixed y flaring. 

Sir Frederic. [Jiernly'] How now ! 

Gabriel, [deliberately'] Belike — You dunna want 
company ? ' 

Sir Frederic. No, Sir. 

Gabriel. I thought as much 

Sir Frederic, [laying hold of bim\ Begone^ in* 
ftantly! 

Gabriel. Nay! Hands off! [throws him from bim^ 
I (han't ftir, till I have delivered my meflage. 

Sir Frederic. What meffage ? What' have you 
to fay ? 

Gabriel, [aloud] Why the chaife and four be 
come. 

Sir Frederic. How ? 

Gabriel. [Jlill louder] The bandbox ready. 

Sir Frederic. Infernal booby ! ^ 

Gabriel. Mifs Emily waiting. 

Sir Frederic, [violently] Begone, I fay. 

Gabriel. Gone !— Nay, fartinly, you would 
no' ha' I Rin away wi' her. 

Lady Morden. [with contempt] Ha, ha, ha I 

Sir Frederic. Lady Mordcn ! 

Lady Morden. Ha, ha, ha ! — Why, furely,jrou! 
The never failing viftor ! The fertile-brained Sir 
Frederic Faftiion! who knows not defeat, and 
who never, yet, v/as at a lofs for ftratagems ! 

Though 
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■ Though you are taken fomewhat unawares, you 
cannof want invention ! 

Sir Frederic. You'll pardon me, Madam, 
if I want underftanding to comprehend your 
meaning. 

Lady Mcrden. Indeed ! — ^Well, if you are fo 
very dull of apprehenfion — am I to blame ? 

Sir Frederic. Madam ! 

Lady Morden. Oh ! — Do you recoUedt — ^this 
letter ? 

Sir Frederic. How ! — Faithlefs fiend I [^goes to 
dijfault Gabriel J who throws back bis great-coat and 
appears drejjed as a gentleman J] 

Gabriel. Keep off, or dread the chaftifement 
I am prompted, inftantaneoufly, to inflift 1 

Sir Frederic. Chaftifement ! — ^What is this ? — 
Who are you ? 

Gabriel. A man ! — You are — 

Lady Morden. For heaven's fake, brother !— • 

Sir Frederic Brother ! 
: Gabriel. Gabriel Wilmot ; whofe head is fb full 
of the nonfenfe of friendfhip, honour, and honefty ! 

Sir Frederic. I'll be revenged, however. 

[attacks Mr. Wilmot again.'\ 

SCENE yi. 

. TCo them Lord Morden and General 

f ■ 

Lord Morden. Turn, wretch, and receive your 
punifhment from this arm i {Sir Frederic turns on 
Lord Morden. '^ 

Gen. Borland, [beating down their /words'] Oh, 
for fhamc ! — ^Look to the Lady — 

Lady Morden. Oh, General ! — Oh, my Lord ! 
[runs to Lord Morden and falls on his neck.J 

I Lord 
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Lord Mordcn. My life ! My ecftafy ! :My 

faviour ! r 



SCENE VIL 
To them Mrs. Modely and EMiLf • 



.1 ' 



Mrs. Modtly. Blefs me, what uproar — ^Hcy 
day ! — \j'Jide^ So, fo ! Here is a very pcietky 
denouement to our plot, indeed ! — \dku£\\ fee, 
good folks, you are all embroiled here ; aad^ . itt^ 
it is a very difagreeable thing to be prefeHtatLfk- 
mily difputes, I'll — lis going; the GcMerMpUbiU 
bimjelf againji the door"] 

Gen. Bur land. Pray, Madam, ftay^ and re«^ 
ceive the compliments of the company— Miiij^ . 
and jour friend Emily's, in particular. 

Mrs. Modely. Oh, with pleafure ! : ■\ 

Lord Morden. Mr. Wilmot ! My beft brother t 
—Though you have, in part, acquainted me 
with what is paft, yet, it is fo fudden — And you ! 
my dcareft Lady ! To find you ftill the fdnoid is 
joy unfpeakable ! 

Lady Mcrden. The tafk of making ydu &p- 
pofe I had effeftually become what I feemed, wai, - 
indeed, moft painful ; but the lofs of your afiec<- 
tion were not pain ! 'Twere horror ! — I told jrou 
my paflioa was too permanent to be fliaken- — ^Ah I 
how could you imagine I meant another ? Or» 
think"it poffible I ever couM forget that ch^afte^ 
that ardent, that eternat, love, I have fo tst^. 
peatedly vowed ? ^ . > r: 

Lord Morden. Oh for words !— I am all lovcf F 
gratitude ! rapture ! and amazement ! 

Gen. Burland. And fo is Sir Frederic, appa-. . 
rcntly — Nay, even you. Madam, feem a little • 
furprifed. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Modely. Me ! Oh dea;r, no. 

Lady Merden. [ta Sir Frederic] Dear Sir, 
though you are a deep and excellent plotter, if 
there have been counterplota — ^am I to blame > 
{^curtJiesS], . ' . 

Mrs. Modely^ [with affelied candour'] Certaiiily 
not^ 

Lady Morden. If man is fomctimcs vain, prc- 
fumptkipua, and unprincipled, dnd if you are a 

nianr^r-^am L to blame ? 

Mrs. Madefy. Certainly not. 

Mr. Wiimit. If l aiTumed a mean difguife, 
that I might aid a filler, to dcteft, and cxpofe, 
the mean machinations of Sedudion— am I to 
blame ? '^ 

Mrs. Modefy. Certainly not. 

Emily. If, following the advice of this dear 
Lady [/i Ladf Morden] fimplicity has made cun- 
ning outwit itfelf — ^am I to blame ? [curtfying firfi 
to StK Frederic y and then to Mrs. Modely.] 

Gem Burland. [with vafi plea/ure] Certainly not.' 

Lady Morden. If, fince happinefs is the pur* 
fuit x>fi. us all, Iwifb to be as happy as poffible— 
[mfi^aJ^SUonately taking Lord Mir def^sband^ toi 
I to blame? 

Otmeu Certainly not. 

%v[ Frederic, [with affe^ed eafe] Certainly Hot 
— Sti^ the catechifm being ended^ thi fchol^rs 
mapflepartr 

Mf. Wilmot^ Certainly not. 

Sir Frederic. Sir ! 

Mtt W&mot. You forget the bailiflfe; 

Lady Morden. Befides, Sir Frederic, before 
you gq>.yau muft give me Leav« to inttrodace you 

to*** ". - -' "•. '. 

SCENE 
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SCENE THE LAST. 

TV them Harriet in womarCs chtbes prefontei iy 

Lady MonieMp ■ ^ .. 

— This Lady. 

Sir Frederic. Harriet f '. 

Harriet. Yes, Sir — that Harriet, whom, . hear-;^^ 
ing (he had happinefs in view, and proportioniiiigg 
your ideal triumph to the weight of mifery you 
might entail, you raifed heaven and earth, tc^ 
bring to wretchednefs, and ruin. 

Mrs. Modely. Upon, my honour, you-— you 
are a fad man. Sir Frederic ! — A very fad -man ! 

[The company by their looks Jhew they underftand 
Mrs. Modelfs real charaSler.'] 

Harriet. But your vanity is humbled — ^you, 
now, ftand deteftedj and, inftead of envied, 
you will be fneered at by the depraved, pitied by 
the good, and, henceforth, avoided by the cre- 
dulous young creatures you, fo manfully, have 
delighted to iiivolve in guiit, and deftrudlion ! 

Mrs. Modely. A very dangerous man, indeed. 
Sir Frederic ! 

General, [ironically^ Ay ! beware of him. 
Madam. 

Mrs. Modely. Oh ! I— I will ! 

Harriet. Yes, Sir, the finger of fcorn points 
where it ought : you are expofed, and my re- 
fentment is appeafed. 

Sir Frederic. Then, Madam — the — ^the con- 
traft — 

Harriet. There it is. Sir. [returns tV] I never 
meant to make any other ufe of it dian what has 

been 
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been better eflfefted, by different means, [^cnrtfy^^ ' 
ing to Latfy Morden and Mr. fVilmot.'] 
Sir Frederic. Madam !— - 
Harriet. No thanks, Sir- 
Gen. Burland. No; they would fit a little 
awkwardly. 

Lady Marden. And now. Sir Frederic, if, af- 
ter tiis kflbn, you (hould ftill retain your for- 
mer principles, and praftices, and, hereafter, re- 
^tHt a ftill feverer punifhment, I hope you will 
|cl^nbwlcdgc— we are not to blame. 

Exeunt Qmnes. 
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Spoken by Mifs FARREN. 

«-. * * 

TN fonxicr times— *tis long ago, I own— / 

-*- Man, featcd on the haughty huftarid's ttifone^ _^ i 

The wife by fuch abfurd reHraihts enclosed, ' v ■ " 

Not one gallant had flie — as he fuppos'd : . . '. y 

But, modeft, meek, his jealous doobts appeased,* ,1/ 
And footh'd her lord and mafter-— when flie jdeas'd;^ ' l\\^y 

Then, women led fuch exemplary lives, ,, ' ^^^ ^ 
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Strange were.thefe cuftoms, obfolete i but wifi 
Confolidate our cuftoms — ^and, you fee. 
Such wife defigns no oppofition find : 
A fair free trade is good for all mankind. 
The lib'ral fpirit cf our lib*ial beauties 
Has quite annuU'd prohibitory duties^ 
The Cicifbeo, and the chere amie^ 
On the broad bafe of reciprocity^ 
Are exports now, and imports, duty fre6« 

As for this Lady Morden's modey merits 
With her half-ancient, her half-modern fpirit. 
You'll imitate tjie part you moft approve j 
Her modifli licence, or her maukifh love ! 

Of that no more — ^The fubje£l of my fpeech^ 
The do<ftrine I came, purpofely, to teach, 
(Nay, look not lowVing, man of mighty fenfe) 
Is rival woman's fuper-eminence — - * 

" Yes, we have proofs where wit, where tafte combin^ ^ 
" To deck, with blended charms, the female mind; 

" Say, fliall not we, with confcious pride, proclaim 
" A female critic rais'd — ev'n Shakefpcar's Fame ! 

" Yes, lordly man— look furly if you pleafe, 
*' But women beat you out and out, with eafe ! 
*' In tal( s of fancy, tendernefs, diftrefs, 
" If you dare doubt us — ftudy The Recefs. 
" And oft let foft Cecilia win your praife ; 
" While Rcafon guides the clue, in Fancy's maze. 

3 ^U 
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k* In tragedy, our triumph all atteft ; 

^* Your tears^thc geduiite {iroof who a£ls the beft— » 

^^ In comedy— *-But hold — ^I dread to fay 

*^ How much, of late, ev'n there, you've loft die day.^ 

No, 1*11 not humble your proud fcx fo far, 

'till you no more remember-^ucH things ark; 

Gladly our author owns, all this is true ; 
Nor thinks he's robb'<J, when others have tiieir due : 
Yet, owning^ hopes you've Jkindly heard his caufe j 
Hopes to participate your juft applaufe. 
And, fhould your hands fome grateful wreath combine^ 
And fliould that wreath his anxious brow ^entwine^ 
The priase moft precious mem*ry holds in ftore, 
It 'there (hall bloom— ^'tiU memVy is no more! 



* The verfes j between inverted commas, were requefted 
jfrom, and written by, a gentleman whofe literary abilities 
are great, and well kn«wn ; and the following were^ 
confequently, omittedt 

Is rival woman's fuper-emitteiic^ 

In wit^ as w^U as beauty ! Proofs I could 

But will not citef to make th* affertion good. 

IVhj Jhould IJpeaky whafs known to iPame andjiU^ 

Toung Andrews woes ; the wrongs of old Peru ? 

fVby the Bellas Stratagem^ or Percy namei 

Or Jweet Ceding s never ending fame ? 

Our comU^ or our tragic^ triumphs quote ; 

Or tell how Siddons a£ted^ Burney wrote ? 

No, ru not humble, &c* 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

Granville Levefon Gower, 

EARL GOWER, 

Lord Chamberlain of his Majefty's 

Houfhold. 



My Lord, 

THE following little comedy, found- 
ed on a ftory of M. Marmontelle's, 
and calculated to expofe the frivolity and 
^norance of the pretenders to learnings 
with the infolence and vanity of their fu« 
perfkial, illiberal protedtors, can be ad- 
dreiTed to no noble^nan with more propria 
ety than to Lord Gower ; whofe judgment, 
though elegant, is void of aftedtationj and 
whofe patronage, though powerful, is de- 
fiitate of all faftidious parade. It is with 
pleafure, my Lord, that the Public fees your 
Lordfeip plac'd at the head of that depart- 
ment which is to decide, without appeal, 

A 2 on 
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on the mod popular domain in the whole 
republic of letters ; a fpot that his always 
been diflinguifhed with affedion, and cul* 
tivated with care, by every ruler the lead 
attentive to either chaftifing the morals^ 
polifhing the manners, or, what is of equal 
importance, rationally amufing the leifore 
of the people. 

The Patron, my Lord, who now begs 
your protedion, has had the good fortune 
to be well receiv'd by the public ; and, in- 
deed, of all the pieces that I have had the 
honour to offer them, this feems to me to 
have the faireft claim to their favour. 

But the play, ftrippM of thofe theatrical 
ornaments for which it is indebted to your 
Lordfhip's indulgence, muft now plead it's 
own caufe ; nor will I, my Lord, with an 
affedled humility, echo the trite, coarfe, 
though claflical compliment, of Optimus 
pat r onus ^ pejjimm poet a : for if this be real- 
ly true of the laft, the firft can have but 
fmall preteniions to praife j patronizing bad 

poets being, in my poor opinion, full as 
pernicious to the progrefs of letters, as 

neglecting the good. 

In 
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In humble hopes, then, my Lord, of 
not being thought the meaneft in the 
Mufes train, I have taken the liberty to pre- 
fix your name to this dedication, and pub- 
lickly to acknowledge my obligations to 
your Lordfhip ; which, let me boaft too, I 
have had the happinefs to receive, untaint- 
ed by the infolence of domeftics, the de- 
lays of office, or the chilling fuperiority of 
rank; mortifications which have been too 
often experienced by much greater writers 
than myfelf^ from much lefs men than your 
Lordfhip. 

My Lord, I have the honour to be, with 
the greatefl refpcift and gratitude. 

Your Lordfhip^s mofl obliged, 

and mofl devoted, 

humble fervant, 



j«rfof?764, SAMUEL FOOTE. 
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Dramatis Perfonse, 



Sir Thomas Lofty 

Sir Peter Pepperpo 

Dick Bever^ 

Frank Younger, 

Sir Roger Dowlas, 

Mr. Rust, 

Mr. Dactyl, 

Mr. Puff, 

Mr. St AY tape, 

Robin, 

John, 

Two Blacks. 

Mifs Juliet, 




FOOTB* 

Mr. Death. 
Mr. Davis. 
Mr. Falmsr. 
Mr. Weston. 
Mr. Grangsr. 
Mr. Hayes. 
Mr. Brown. 
Mr. Parsons. 
Mr. Lewis. 



Mrs. Granger, 
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Scene the Street, 




XJoOoC 



Enter Bever and Younger. 

YOUNGER. 

\ O, Dick, you moft pardon me. 

BEVER. 

Nay, but to fatisfy your curiofity. 

YOUNGER. 

I tell you, I have not a jot. 

BEVER. 

Why then to gratify mc, 

A4 YOUNGER' 
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y O U N 6 e R- 

At rather too gre^^t an expcnce. 

BEYER. 
To a fellow of your obfervation and 
turn» I fhould think now fuch a fcene a 
mott delicate treat. 

YOUNGER. 
Delicate ! Palling, naufeous, to a dread-* 
fal degree. To a lover, indeed, the charms 
of the niece may palliate the uncle's ftil- 
fome formality. 

B E V E R. 
The uncle \ ay, but then you know he 
is only one of the group. 

YOUNGER. 

That's true ; but the figures arc all 
finifti'd alike": — a maniere^ a tirefomc fame- 
nefs throughout. 

B EVER. 

There you will cxcufe me ; I am fore 
there is no want of variety. 

YOUNGER. 

No ! then let us have a detail. Come, 
Dick, give us a bill of the play. 

B E V E R. 
Firft, you know, there's Juliet's uncle. 

YOUNGER. 

What, Sir Thomas Lofty ! the modern 
Midas, or rather (as fifty dedications wi}l 

tell 
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tell you) the Pollio, the Atticus, the pa- 
tron of genius, the protcdor of arts, the 
paragon of poets, decider on merit, chief 
juftice of tafte, and fworn appraifer to 
Apollo and the tuneful Nine. Ha, ha.— Oh, 
the tedious, iniipid, infufferable coxcomb ! 

BEVER. 

Nay» now, Frank, yoii are too extrava- 
gant. He is univerfally allow'd to have 
tafte; iharp-judging Adriel, the mufe's 
friend, himfelf a mufe. 

YOUNGER. 

Tafte ! by v^ho ? underling bards, that 
he feeds ; and broken bookfellers, that he 
bribes. Look ye, Dick, what raptures 
you pleafe, when Mifs Lofty is your theme ; 
but expefl: no quarter for the reft of the fa- 
mily. I tell thee once for all, Lofty is a 
rank impoftor, the bufo of an illiberal, mer- 
cenary tribe -, he has neither genius to cre- 
ate, judgment to diftinguifti, or generofity 
to reward ; his wealth has gain'd him flat- 
tery from the indigent, and the haughty 
infolence of his pretence, admiration from 
the ignorant. Foil^ le portrait de votre 
oncle. Now on to the next. 

BEVER. 
The ingenious and erudite Mr. Ruft. 

YOUNGER. 
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YOUNGER. 

What, old Martin, the medal-monger t 

BEVER. 

The fame, and my rival in Juliet. 

YOUNGER. 

Rival I what, Ruft ? why (he's too mo- 
dern for him by a couple of centuries. 
Martin ! why he likes no heads but upon 
coins. Marry'd ! the mummy ! Why *ti8 
not above a fortnight ago that I faw him 
making love to the figure without a riofe 
in Somerlet-Gardens : I caught him ftroak- 
ing the marble plaits of her gown, and 
afked him if he was not alhamed to take 
fuch liberties with ladies in public. 

BEVER. 

What an inconftant old fcoundrel it is! 

YOUNGER. 

Ob, a Dorimant. But how came this 
about? what could occafion the change? 
was it in the power of flefli and blood to 
feduce this adorer of viitii from his marble 
and porphyry ? 

BEVER. 

Juliet has done it ; and, what will fur- 
prize you, his tafte was a bawd to the bu- 
finefs. 

YOUNGER. 
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YOUNGER. 

Pry thee explain. 

BEVER.^ 

Juliet met him laft week at her uncle's : 
he was a little pleafed with the Greek of 
her profile ; but, on a clofer enquiry, he 
found the turn-up of her nofe to exa<flly 
refemble the buft of the princefs Popaea. 

YOUNGER. 

The chafte moiety of the amiable Nero. 

BEVER. 

The fame. 

YOUNGER. 

Oh, the deuce! then your buiinefs was 
done in an inftant. 

BEVER. 

Immediately. In favour of the tip, he 
offered carte blanche for the reft of the 
figure, which (as you may fuppofe) was 
inflantly caught at. 

YOUNGER. 

Doubtlefs. But who have we here ? 

BEVER. 

This is one of Lofty's companions, a 
Weft-Indian of an over-grown fortune. He 
faves nae the trouble of a portrait. This is 
Sir Peter Pepperpot* 

Enter 
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Enter Sir'PzTEnVi.TV'RViVOT and two blacks. 

Sir P E T E R. 

Carelefs fcoundrels ! harkee, rafcals I Til 
banifli you home, you dogs ! you ftiall 
back, and broil in the fun. Mr. Bcver, 
your humble ; Sir, I am your entirely de- 
voted. 

SEVER. 

You feem m^ov*d; what has been the 
matter, Sir Peter ? 

Sir P E T E R. 

Matter ! why I am invited to dinner on 
a barbicu, and the villains have forgot my 
bottle of chian. 

YOUNGER. 

Unpardonable. 

Sir PETER. 

Ay, this country has fpoil'd them i this 

fame chriftening will ruin the colonies. 

Well, dear Bever, rare news, boy 5 our 
fleet is arriv'd from the Weft. 

BEVER. 

It is? 

Sir P E T E R. 

Ay, lad 5 and a glorious cargo of tur- 
tle. It was lucky I went to Brightheltxj- 
ftone ; I nick'd the time to a hair 3 thin as 

a lath| 
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a lath^ and a fldmach ^ (harp as a fhark's : 
never was in finer condition for feeding. 

BE VER. 

Have you a large importation. Sir Peter ? 

S!r PETER. 

Nine; but feven in excellent order : the 
captain aflures me they greatly gain'd ground 
o>!!i the voyage^ 

SEVER- 

How do you difpofe of thtm ? 

Sir PETE^R. 

Four to Cornhill, three to Almack's, and 
the two fickly ones I fhall fend to my bo- 
rough in Yorkfliire. 

YOUNGER. 

Ay ! what, have the provincials a reliflh 
for turtle ? 

Sir PETER. 

Sir, it is amazing how this country Im- 
proves in turtle and turnpikes; to which 
(give me leave to fay) we, from our part 
of the world, have not a little contributed. 
Why formerly, Sir, a brace of bucks on 
the mayor's annual day was thought a 
pretty moderate bleffing. But we, Sir, 
ha^ polifh'd their palates. Why, Sir, not 
the meaneft member of my corporation but 
can diilinguifh the pafh from the pee. 

YOUNGER. 
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YOUNGER. 

Indeed ! ' 

Sir PETER. 

Ay, and fever the green from the fhell, 
with the fkill of the ableft anatomift. 

YOUNGER. 

And they are fond of it ? 

Sir PETER. 

Oh^ that the confumption will tell you. 
The flated allowance is fix pounds to an 
alderman, and five to each of their wives. 

BEVER. 

A plentiful provifion. 

Sir PETER. 

But there was never known any wafte : 
the mayor, recorder, and reftor, are per- 
mitted to eat as much as they pleafe. 

YOUNGER. 

The entertainment is pretty expenfive. " 

Sir PETER. 

Land-carriage and all. But I contrived 
to fmuggle the laft that I fcnt them. 

BEVER. 

Smuggle ! I don't underftand you. 

Sir P E r E R. 

Why, Sir, the rafcally coachman had 
always charged me five pounds for the car- 
riage. . Damn'd dear ! Now my cook go- 
ing 
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ing at the fame time into the country, I 
made him clap a capuchin upon the turtle, 
and for thirty (hillings put him an infide 
pafTenger in the Doncafter Fly. 

YOUNGER. 

A happy expedient. 

- ' BEVER. 

Oh, Sir Peter has infinite humour. 

Yes, but the frolick had like to have 

prov'd fatal. 

y p u N G E R- 

JSowfo? 

Sir PETER. 

The 'maid at the Rummer at Hatfield 
pbpp*d her head into the coach to know if 
the company would have any breakfaft : 
Ecod, the twtie, Sir, 4aid hold of her nofe, 
and flapp'd her face with his fins, till the 
poor devil fell into a fit. Ha, ha, ha. 

YOUNG ER. 
Oh, an abfolute Rabelais. 

B E V E R. 

What, I reckon, Sir Peter, you are ^o- 

ing to the Square ? . 

* ■ 

^ ' Sir PETER. / 

Yes ; I extremely admire Sir Thomas. 
rV'U know this is bis day of afleinbly ; I 

• fiippofe 
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fuppofe you will be there : I can tell you» 
you are a wonderfiil favourite. - 

BEYER. 

Ami? 

Sir PETER- 

He fays^ your natural genius is fine; 
and, when polifh'd by his cultivation, wiU 
furprize and aflonifh the world. 

BEVER. 

I hope. Sir, I (hall have your voice with 
the public. 

Sir PETER. 

Mine ! O fyc, Mr. Bever. 

BEVER. 

Come^ come, you are no inconfidemblt 
patron. 

Sir P E T E R. 

He, he, he. Can't iay but I love to 

encourage the arts. 

BEVER. 

And have contributed largely yourfelf. , 

YOUNGER. 

What, is Sir Peter an author ? 

Sir PETER. 

O fye ! what me ? a mere dabbler 5 have 
blotted my fingers, 'tis true :— fome fonnets, 
that have not been thought wanting in fait. 

BEVER. 

And your epigrams. 

Sir 
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Sir P E T E R. 

Not entirely without point. 

-BEVER. 

But come, Sir Peter, the love of the arts 
is not the fole caufe of your vifits to the 
houfe you are going to. 

Sir PETER. 

I don't underftand you. 

SEVER. 
Mifs ^liet, the niece. 

Sir PETER. 

fye ! what chance have I there? In- 
deed, if Lady Pepperpot (hould happen tc 
pop ofF-r-' 

B E V E R. 

1 don't know that. You are, Sir Peter, 
a dangerous man ; and, were I a father, or 
uncle, I (hould not be a little fhy of your 
vifits. 

Sir P« T E R. 

Pflia ! dear Bever, you banter^ 

BEVER. 

And (unlefs I am extremely out ia my 
giiefi) t^t lady — 

Sir PETER. 

Hey 1 what, what, dear Bever ? 

BEVER; 

But if you fliould betray me— 

B Sir 
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Sir P E T E R. 

May I never eat a bit of green fat,, if t 
do! 

BEVBR. 

Hints have been dropp'i 

Sir P E T E It. 

The devil ! come a little this wajr. 

BE'VER. 

Well made ; not fobuft and giganlic^ 
'tis true, but extremely genteel. 

Sir PETERi < . * 

Indeed! 

BEVER. , 

^Features, not entirely regular ; biit niark- 
itig, with an air now,- fuperior; greatljr 
above the — you underftand me ? 

Sir PETER. 

Pcrfedly. Something jioblc ; cxpreiSve 
of — fafliion. 

B E V E R.' 

Right. % 

Sir PETE R. 

Yes, I have been frequently told fo. 

BEVER. 

Not an abfolute wit ; but fomething in-- 
finittly better : an enjcuementt a fpirit, ar- 

Smt PETER. ' 

Gaiet^^A I was ever fo, from a childl 
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B S V E Ri 



^ 



TI^JE PATRON. J§ 

SEVER. 

^ In fliort, your drefs, addrefs, with a 
Aoufahd othcl: particulars that at prefent I 
cJan't fccoUea. _' 

Sir i^ET ^R. 

. Why, dear Bievcr^ to tejl thee the tfuth,^ 
I have always /admired Mifs Juliet, and a ; 
delicate creature (he is : fweet as a fu^r- 
cane, ilrait as a bambop^ and her teeth as 

whitfe a? a negro's, v 

... -, •»•».. • 

, Poetic, but true* Now only conceive. 
Sir Peter, fuch a plantation of perfedlibns 
to be devoured by that caterpillar Ruft. • 

Sir> E T E k. 

» . " • 

A licjti^bfifh' grub ! Are plnc-apples toi 
fiich muckworms as he? Pll fend hirii i 
jar of citrons and gin^er,"^ and poifon the 

pipkito*^ w ;; I . * >.r it ,.i ' . 

SEVER. 

No, no. 

Sir. PETER. 

, Or invite him to dinner, and liilk rat^s*** 
Uane along with^^his ciirry.' 

3:E ver; 

, Not To precipitate;^ I think we may dc^ 
feat him without any danger. 

Sir peter. 

B'2 BE ver; 
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BEVER. 

I have a thought — but we tnuft fettle the 
plan with the lady. Could not you give 
her the hint, that X (hould be glad to fee her 
a moment. 

Sir PETER. 

I'll do it direaiy. 

BEVER. 

But don't let Sir Thomas perceive you* 

Sir PETER. 

Never fear. You'll follow. ? 

BEVER. 

The inftant I have fettled matters with 
her ; but fix the old fellow fo that flue may 
not be mifs'd. 

sir PETER. 

I'll nail him, I warrant ; I have his opi* 

nion to beg on this manufcript. 

BE VE*R. 

Your own ? 

Sir PET^R. 

No. 

BEVER. 

Oh ho 1 what ibmething new from the 
dodtor, your chaplain ? 

Sir PETER. 

He ! no, no. O Lord, he's elop'd. 

Beaver 



r 
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BEVER. 

How! 

Sir PETER. 

Gone. You know he was to dedicate 
his volume of fables to me : fo I gave him 
thirty pounds to get my arms engrav'd, to 
prefix (by way of print) to the frontifpiece ; 
and^ O grief of griefs! the dodor has 
mov*d off with the money. FU fend you 
Mifi Juliet. [Exif. 

BEVER. 

There now is a fpecial protedlor! The 
arts, I think, can't but flourifh under fuch 
a Mecsnas. 

YOUNGER. 

Heaven vifits with a tafle the wealthy 
fooK 

BEVER. 

True ; but then, to juftify the difpenfa- 
tion, 

From hence the poor arc doath'd, the hungry fed, 
Fortunes to bookfellers, to authors bread. 

YOUNGER. 

The diflribution is, I own, a little un- 
equal : and here comes a moft melancholy 
inflance; poor Dick Dadlyl, and his, pub- . 
liflicr PufF. 



r 

B 3 Enter 
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E,nter Dactyl jWPuff. 

PUFF. 

Why, then, Mr. Dadlyl, carry them to 
fomebody elfe ; there are people enough in 
the trade: but I wondtr you would Aed- 
die with poetry; you know it rarely pty§ 
for the paper. ''*•** 

DACTYL. 

And how can one help it^ Mr. PuflF? Ge- 
nius impels, and when a man is bnce^lHled 
id the fervice of the Mules—- * " • ' 

PUFF. 

Why, let him give them warning as 
foon as he can. A pretty fort of ferviccj; 
indeed ! where thcte^ are rteither wages nor 
Vails. The MuFes I And what, I fuppofe 
this is the livery they give. Gadzook^^ I 
had rather be a waiter at Ranelagh. - 

BEVER. 

The poet and publifher at variance f 
What is the matter, Mr. Daftyl f 

DACTYL. 

As Gad (hall judge me, Mr. Beyer, as 
pretty a poem, and fo polite ; not a itiortil 
can take any offence 5 all full of panegyrics 

and praife, ■ - » -• 
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PUFF. 

A fine charader he gives of his works- 
No oiFence i the greateft in the worid, Mr. 
Dadlyl. Panegyric and praife ! and whajt 
will that do with the pnibhck ? Why who 
the devil will give money to be told that 
Mr. Such-a-one is a wifer or better mai> 
than himfelf? No, nb; 'tis quite and clean 
out of nature. A good foufing fatire now, 
well powder *d with perfonal pepper, and 
feafon^d with the ^irit of party ; that dcr 
,moli(hes a confpicubus character, and finks 
him below our own level ; there, there, we 
arc pleas'd ; .there we chuckle, and grin^ 
and tofs the half-crowns on thp cpunter^ 

DACTYL. 

I 

Yes, and fo get cropp'd for a libej. 

PUFF. 

Croppy ! ay, and the luckieft thing that 
can happen to you. Why, I would not 
give two-pence ^r an author that is afraid 
of his ears. Writing, writing is, (as 1 
may fay;) Mr. Dadlyl, a fort of a warfare, 
where none can be viftor that is the leaft 
afraid of a fear. Why, zooks. Sir, I ne- 
3^er got fait to my porridge till I mounted 
^^t the Royal Exchange. 

B4 BEYE^.4 



/ . 



24 T H E P A T R O N. 

B E V E R* 

Indeed ! 

PUFF. 

No, no ; that was the making . of me. 
Then my name made a noife in the world. 
Talk of forked hills, and of Helicon l ro- 
mantic and fabulous fluff. The true Cafta* 
lian ftream is a fhower of eggs, and a pil- 
lory the poet's Parnaffus. 

DACTYL- 

Ay, to you indeed it may anfwerj but 
what do we get for our pains ? 

PUFF. 

Why, what the deuce would you get ? 
food, fire, and fame. Why you wpuld 

not grow fat ! a corpulent poet is a men- 
fter, a prodigy ! No, no ; fparc diet is a 
fpur to the fancy ; high feeding wcmld but 
founder your Pegafus. 

DACTYL, 

Why, you impudent, illiterate rafcaU 
who is it you dare treat in this manner ? 

PUFF, 

Heyday ! what is the matter now ? 

DACTYL. 

And is this the return for all the obliga*- 
tions you owe me.^ But no matter? the 

world. 
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world, the world (hall know what you are, 
and how you have us'd me. 

PUFF. 

Do your worft ; I defpife you. 

DACTYL. 

They (hall be told from what a dunghill 

you iprang. Gentlemen, if there be faith 

in i finner, that fellow owes every (hilling 

to me. 

PUFF, 

To thee ! 

DACTYL. 

Ay, Sirrah, to me. In what kind of 
way did I find you ? then where and what 
was jpur (late? Gentlemen, his (hop was 
a (hed in M oorfields } his kitchen, a broken 
pipkin of charcoal ; and his bed-chamber, 
under the counter. 

PUFF. 

I never was fond of expence ; I ever 
minded my trade. 

DACTYL. 

Your trade ! and pray with what (lock 
did you trade ? I can give you the cata- 
logue ; I believe it won't overburthen my 
memory. Two odd volumes of Swift ; the 
Life of Moll Flanders, with cuts j the Five 
Senfes, printed and coloured by Overton; 

a few 
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a few clafiics, thomb'd and blotted by die 
boys of the Charterhoule i with the Trial of 
Dr. Sacheveral. 

PUFF. 

Malice. 

DACTYL. 

Then, Sirrah, I gave you my Cafmiog: 
it was {he firft fee you afloat. 

PUFF. 

A grub. 

DACTYL. 

And it is not only my writings: yo^ 
know. Sirrah, what yoa owe to my phy^ 
iick. • 

B E V £ R. 

How ! a phyfici^n ? 

DACTYL. 

Yes, Mr. Bcvcr; phyfick and poetry. 
Apollo is the patron of both : Opijerqueper 

erbtm dicor. 

PUFF. 
His phyfick ! 

DACTYL. 

My phyfick ! ay, my phyfick : why, dare 
vou deny it, you rafcal ! What, have yoij 
forgot my powders for flatulent crudities ? 

PUFF, 

Norf 

DAC 
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DACTYL. 

My cofmetic lozenge, and fugar<»plumbs ? 

PUFF. 

No. 

DACTYL. 

My coral for cutting of teeth, my po- 
tions, my lotions/ my pregnancy-dropsy 
with my pafte for fuperfluous hairs ? 

PUFF. 

iNo, no 5 have you done ? 

DACTYL. 

No, no, no ; but I believe this will fui^ 
jfice for the prefent. ' ^ 

PUFF. 

Now would not any mortal believe that 
i ow'd my all to this fellow. 

' • ' • r • • 

SEVER. 

1 

Why, indeed, Mr, Puff/ the balance 
does feem in His favour. 



k< I 



PUFF. 

In his favour 1 why you don.*t give any 
predit to him : a reptile, a bug, that owes 
Jiis very being to me. * 

DACTYL. 

1,1, I! 

PUFF. 

You, you ! What, I fuppofe, you forget 
your garret in Winc-office-court, when yoiJ 
*- ^c furnirh'd 
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furnifti*d paragraphs for the Farthing-poft 
at twelve*pence a dozen, 

DACTYL. 

Fidlion. 

PUFF, 

Then) did not I get you made colledor 
of cafualtiee to the Whitehall and St* 
James's? but that pofl: your lazinefs loft 
you. Gentlemen, he never brought them 
a robbery till the highwayman was going 
to be hang'd ; a birth till the chriftening 
was over ; nor a death till the hatchment 
was up. 

DACTYL. 

Mighty well ! 

PUFF. 

And now, becaufe the fellow has got a 
little in flefli, by being pufF to the play- 
houfc this winter, (to which, by the bye^ 
I got him appointed,) he is as proud and as 
vain as Voltaire. But Khali foon have him 
under ^ the vacation will come. 

DACTYL. 

Let it. 

PUFF. 

Then I (hall have him fneaking and 
cringing, hanging, about me, and begging 
a bit of tranflation. 

DAC. 
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DACTYL. 

I beg, I, fbf tranflatioh ! 

PUFF.. 

No, no, not a line ; not. if you wo^ld 
do it for two-pence a fheet. No boiPd 
beef and.xaf rot at mornings s no more cold 
pudding and porter. You may take your 
leave of my mop. 

DACTYL. 

Youf (hop ! tl^n at parting 1 will leave 
you a legacy. 

O fye, Mr. DaSyl ! 

PtJPF. 

Let him abne. 

DACTYL. 

Pray, gentlemen, let me do myfelf 

juftice. 

B E V E R, 

Younger, reftrain the publiiher'a fire. 

YOUNGER.' 

Fye, gentlemen, fuch an illiberal com- 
bat—it is a fcandal to the republic of let- 
ters. 

B E V E R. 

Mr. Dactyl, an old man, a mechanic, 
beneath— 

DAC- 
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DACTYL. 

Sir, I am calm; that thought has re^ 
ftoc'd me. To your infignificancy you arc 
indebted for fafety. Biit what my genero- 
fity has faved, my pen fhall deftroy* 

PUFF. 

Then you muft get fomchody.to mfehd it*' 

DACTYL. 

Adieu ! 

PUFF. 

Farewcl ! [Exeunt Jevendh^.' 

BEVER. ' 

Ha, ha, ha! come, let us along to the^ 
jfquare* 

Blockheads with reafon wicked wits abhor. 
But duilce with dunce is barb'rous civil wat.r 
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ACT 1 1, ^ene continues* 



Jtnter B e v e R and Y o u i> g fi it; 

if^QUNGEi. 

POOR Daayl I and dwells fuch mighty 
rage in little men? I hope there is no 
danger of blood(hed. 

SEVER. 

Oh, not in the leaft : the gens vatum^ 
the nation of poets, though an irritable, 
are yet a placable people. Their mutual 
intereids will foon bring them together 
again. ' , 

younger:, ^ 

But (hall not we be late ? The critical fe- 
ftate is by this time aiTembled. 

B E V E R. 

I warrant you, frequent and full 5 where 
Stately Bufo, pufFM by cvVy quill. 
Sits, like Apollo, on his forked hill. 

But 
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g^vo se :ie ksj t3 aS 5ar 
Caod to feci rhfrn; ; bo^wSn^^^od 






TOUXC£K. 
B£T£1. 

DcfBhde£L I like joor afldbs the ^kA 

tioQof mc 

TOUKGEE. 

Then psy an implick nhrnirn r c ; die 
kdicE, in tfadc cafb, geaendly knoir wlitt 
tbcj are aboot. The door opens. 

BEVEL 

It if Joliet, and with her old Roft. En* 
tcr, Frank : you know the knight^ fo no 
introduAion is wanted. [Exit Yoongcr.] 
I UiODid bt glad to hear this reverend piece 
oi liunber make love ; the courtfliip moft 
certainly be curious. Good-manners^ ftand 
by ; by your leave I will liflen a litde. [Se- 
ver retires.] 

Enter Juliet and Rust. 

JULIET. 

And your colledion is large ? 

RUST. 



"\ 
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RUST, 

Moft curious and capital. When, Ma- 
dam, will you give me leave to add your 
charms to my catalogue ? 

JULIET, 

O dear ! Mr. Ruft, I (hall but difgrace 
it. Befides, Sir, v/hen I marry, I am re- 
folv*d to have my hufband all to myfelf: 
now for the poffeffion of your heart I (hall 
have too many competitors. 

RUST. 

How, Madam ! were Prometheus alive, 
and would animate the j^clen that ftands in 
my hall, (he fliould not coft me a figh. 

J U L I E t. 

Ay, Sir, there lies my greateft misfor- 
tune. Had I only thofe who are alive to 
contend with, by afliduity, affedlion, cares, 
and carefles, I might fecure my conqueft : 
though that would be difficult; for 1 am 
convinced, were you, Mr. Ruft, put up by 
Prcftage to audion, the Apollo Belvidere 
would not draw a greater number of bid- 
ders. 

RUST. 

Would that were the cafe. Madam, fo 
I might be thought a proper companion to 
the Venus de Medicis. 
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Kanr, vSwi tibr Paccbsras irirtr. 4r way 
«&adi£( life «i » flBBT sm^ via 

yissd3(m\ zcdkf^ had jkm been go 

I£z when Fzns^ 6caiti dhc cxnlrfl^ Ae 

Crpnao qoccn had pfesifed fer dbc pffu 

JCLIET. 
£UST. 

In yoa^ Madam, arc coocentercd all the 
btaacicf of the Heathen mnholc^: the 
open front of Diana, the Itiftre of PaIIas*s 
cy«, — 

JULIET. 

Oh, Sir ! 

RUST. 

The chromatic mufick of Clio, the 
blooming graces of Hebe, the empereal 

port 
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port of queen Jono, with the delicate dim* 
pies of Venus. 

JULIET. 

I fee^ Sir, antiquity has not engroifs'd 
all your attention: you are no novice in 
the nature of woman. Incenfe, I own, is 
gratefiil to moft of my fez ; bat there are 
times when adoration may be diipens*d 
with. 

RUST. 

Ma'am ! 

JULIET. 

I (ay. Sir, when we women willingly 
wave our rank in the fkies, and wiih to be 
treated as mortals. 

RUST. 

Doubtlefs, Madam : and are you want* 
ing in materials for that ? No, Madam ; as 
in dignity you furpafs the Heathen divini- 
ties, fo in the charms of attradion you 
beggar the queens of the earth. The whole 
world, at different periods, has contributed 
it*s feveral beauties to form you. 

» 

JULIET. 

The deuce it has ! [yf^e.] ^ 

RUST. 

See 'there the ripe Afiatic perfeAion, 
join'd to the delicate foftnefs of Europe ! In 

C 2 you, 
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you. Madam 9 I burn to poflefs Cleopatra's 
alluring glances, the Greek profile of qaeeo 
Cljrtemneiira, the Roman nofe of the em- 
prefs Popaea — 

JULIET. 

With the majeftic march of queen Befe. 
Mercy on me^ what a wonderful creatare 
am I ! 

RUST. 

In fhort. Madam, not a feature you have, 
but recals to my mind fome trait in a me- 
dal or buft. 

JULIET, 

Indeed ! Why, by your account, I muft 
be an abfolute olio, a perfedt falamongundy 
of charms. 

RUST., 

Oh, Madam, how can you demean, as 
I may fay, undervalue — 

JULIET. 

Value ! there is the thing ; and to tell 
you the truth, Mr. Ruft, in that word Va- 
lue lies my greateft objedlion. 

RUST. 

' I don't underftand you. 

JULIET. 

Why then I will explain myfclf. • It has 
been faid, and I believe with fome fhadow 

of 
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of truth, that no man is a hero to his valet 
de chambre : now I am afraid, when you and 
I grqw a little more intinr^ate, which I 
fuppofe muft be the cafe if you proceed on 
your plan, you will be horribly difappoint- 
ed in your high expedations, and foon dif- 
cover this Juno, this Cleopatra, and prin- 
cefs Popaea, to be as arrant a mortal as ma<* 
dam your mother. 

RUST. 

Madam, I, I, I — 

JULIET. 

Your patience a moment. Being there- 
fore defirous to ,preferve your devotion, I 
' beg for the future you would pleafe to 
adore at a diftance. 

RUST. 

To Endymion, Madam, Luna once lift- 
ened. 

JULIET.' 

Ay, but he was another kind of a mor- 
tal : you may do very well as a votary ; but 
for a hufband — mercy upon me ! , 

RUST. 

Madam, you are not in earneft, not fi;- 
rious \ 

JULIET. 

Not ferious ! Why have you the impu- 
dence to think of marrying a goddefs ? 

C 3 Rub T« 
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RUST. 

I fhdiild hope — 

JULIET. 

And what (hould you hope ? I find 
your devotion refembles that of the world : 
when the power of finning is orer^ and 
the fprightly firft-runnings of life are r^ck'd 
ofF, you offer the vapid dregs to your dei* 
ty. No, no ; you may, if you pleafe, turo 
monk in my fervice. One vow, I be]ieve9 
you will obferve better than moft of them^ 
chaftity. 

RUST. 

Permit me — 

J u L I ET. 

Or, if you muft marry, take your Julia^ 
your Portia, or Flora, your Fum-fam from 
China, or your Egyptian Ofiris. You have 
long paid your addrefles to them. 

RUST. 

Marry! what, marble? 

JULIET, 

The propereft wives in the world ; you 
can't choofe amifs ; they will fupply you 
with all that you want. 

RUST. 

Your uncle has, Madam, confented. 

JU- 
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J U H E T. 

That is more than ever his niece will. 
Confented ! and to what f to be fwath'd to 
a mould'ring muoimy ; or be locked up; 
like your medals, to canker and ruft in a 
cabinet ! No, no ; I was made for the world, 
and the world (hall not be robbed of its 
right. 

BEVER. 

I 
Prayo, Jpliet ! Gad, fhe's a fjne-fpirited 
girl. 

JULIET. 

My profile, indeed ! No, Sir, when I 
marry, I mud have a man that will meet 
my full face. 

RUST. 

Might I be heard for a moment ? 

JULIET. 

To what end ? You f»y, you have Sir 
Thomas Lofty 's eonfent 5 I tell you, you 
c^p never have mine. You may fcreen me 
from, or expofe me to, my uncle's refent- 
ment ; the choice is your own : if you lay 
the fault ^t my door, you will, doubtlefs, 
gready diftrefs me ; but take the blame on 
ydurfclf, and I {hall own myfelf extremely 
obliged to you. 

RUST. 

How ! confefs myfelf in the fault ? 

C 4 ju. 
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JULIET. 

Ays for the bed thing a man can do^ 
when he finds he can't be belov'd, is to take 
care he is not heartily hated. There is no 
other alternative. 

RUST. 

Madam, I flia'n't break my word with 
Sir Thomas. 

JULIET. 

Nor I with myfelf. So there's an end of 
our conference. Sir, your very obediept. 

RUST. 

Madam, I, I, don't— that is, let mc — 
But no matter. Your fervant. [Exit. 

JULIET. 

Ha, ha, ha! 

Enter Bkw^k from behind. 

B E V E R. 

Ha, ha, ha ! Incomparable Juliet ! How 
the old dotard trembled and totter'd ; he 
Could not have been more inflam'd, had he 
been robb'd of his Otho. 

JULIET. 

Ay ; was ever goddefs fo familiarly us'd ? 

In my confcience, I began to be afraid 

that he would treat me as the Indians do 

their dirty divinities; whenever they are 

deaf to their prayers, they beat and abufe 

them. 

BE* 
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B E V E R, 

But^ after all^ we are in an aukward 

fit nation. 

JULIET. 
How fo ? 

' BEVER. 

I have my fears. 

JULIET. 

So have not I. 

BEVER. 

Yonr uncle has refolv*d that you (hould 
be marry'd to Ruft. 

JULIET. 

Ay, he qiay decree i but it is I that mud 
execute. 

BEVER. 

But fuppofe he has given his word, 

JULIET. 

Why then let hith recal it again. 

BEVE R. 

But are you fure ypu (hall have courage 
enough-— 

JULIET. 

To fay No ? That requires much refo- 
lution indeed. 

BEVER. ^ 

Then I am at the height of my hopes. 

JULIET. 

Your hopes ! Your hopes and your fears 
are ill-founded alike. 

BE^ 
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B E V E R. 

Why* you are determined not to be his. 

JULIET, 

Well, and what then ? 

SEVER. 

What then ! why then you will be mine. 

JULIET. 

Indeed ! and is that the natural confe- 
quence ? Whoever won't be his, mufl: be 
yours. Is that the logic of Oxford ? 

BEVER. 

Madam, I did flatter myfelf— J. 

JULIET. 

Then you did very wrong, indeed, Mr. 
Bever : you (hould ever guard againft flat- 
tering yourfelf ; for of all dangerous para- 
fites, felf is the worft. 

BEVER. 

I am aftonifh'd I 

JULIET. 

Aflonifh'd ! vou are mad, . I believe ! 
Why, I have not known you a month. It 
is true, my uncle fays your father is his 
friend ; your fortune, in time, will be eafy ; 
your figure is not remarkably faulty; and 
as to your underftanding, pafTable enough 
for a young fellow who has not feen much 
of the world: but when pne talks of a 
hufband — Lord, it's quite another fort of 

a— Ha, 
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a.-— Ha, ha, ha ! Poor Bcvicr, hpw be ftjaresl 
he (ianas like a (latae ! 

BpVER. 

Statue indeed^ Madam; I am yery near 

petrified. 

JVLIET. 

Even theo yoju will make ds good a huf-r 

band as Ruft. But go, run, and join the 

aflembly within : be attentive to ev^ry 

word, motion, and look of my uncle's; 

be dumb when he fpeaks, admire all he 

fay«, laugh wb^o be fmirks^ bow when he 

fneezes ; in fhort, fawn, flatter, and cringe ; 

don't be afraid of over-loading his fto- 

mach, for the knight has a noble digeftion, 

and you will find fome there who will keep 

you in cx3untenance. 

B E y E Jl. 

I fly. fio then, Juliet, your intention 
was only to try — 

JULIET. 

Don*t plague me with impertinent quef- 
tions : march ! obey my diredlions. Wc 
mufl: leave the iflUe to Chance ; a greater 
friend to mankind than they are willing to 
own. Oh, if any thing new fhould oc- 
cur, you may come into the drawing-room 
for further inftrudtions. [Exeunt feverally . 

Scene 
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Scene a Room in Sir Thomas Lopty's 

Houfe. 

Sir Thomas, Rust, Puff, Dactyl, 

and others^ difcovered fitting. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Nothing new to-day from Parnaflos ? 

DACTYL. 

Not that I hear. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Nothing critical, philofophical, or po^ 
litical ? 

PUFF. 

Nothing. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Then in this difette^ this dearth of in- 
vention, give me leave, gentlemen, to di- 
ftribute my ftores. I have here in my 
hand a little, fmart, fatyrical epigram ; new, 
and prettily pointed : in fhort, a produftion 
that Martial himfelf would not have blufli'd 
to acknowledge. 

RUST. 

Your own. Sir Thomas ? 

Sir T H O M A S. 

O fye ! no ; fent me this morning, ano- 
nymous. 

DACTYL. 

Pray, Sir Thomas, let us have it. 

ALL. 
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ALL. 

By all means ; by all means. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

To Phillis. 

Think'ft thou, fond Phillis, Strephon told thee 



true. 



Angels are painted fair to look like you : 
Another ftory all the- town will tell ; 
Phillis paints fair — to look like an an-geU 

ALL. 

Fine ! fine ! very fine ! 

DACTYL. 

Such an cafe and fimpliclty. 

PUFF, 
The turn fo unexpedled and quick. 

RUST. 

The fatire fo poignant 

Sir THOMAS. 

Yes 5 I think it poffeffes, in an eminent 
degree, the three great epigrammatical re- 
quifites; brevity, familiarity, and feverity, 

Phillis paints fair — to look like an an-gel. 

DACTYL. 

Happy ! . Is the Phillis, . the fubjecft, a 
fecret? 

Sir THOMAS. ' 

Oh, dear me ! nothing perfonal ; no j an 
impromptu 5 ^m^rojeu d'e/hrif. 

PUFF. 
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PUFF. 

Then, Sir Thomas^ the fccret id dtit} it 

IS your own. 

D A C T V L. 

That was obvious enough. 

t u F F. 
Who is there elfe could have wrot9 it ? 

RUST. 

True, true. 

Sir THOMAS. 

The name of the author is needlefs. So 
it is an acquifition to the republic o£ let- 
ters^ any gentleman naay claim the merit 
that will. 

PUFF. 

What a noble contetnpt ! 

DACTYL. 

What greatnefs of mind ! 

RUST. 

Scipio and Laslius were the Roman Loftys. 
Why, I dare believe Sir Thomas has been 
the making of half the authors in town : 
he is, as I may fay, the great manufafturcr $ 
the other poets are but pedlars, that live by 
retailing his wares. 

ALL. 

Ha, ha, ha ! well obferv'd, Mr. Ruft. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Ha, ha, ha ! Mol^e at que facet um. Why, 
to purfue the metaphor, if Sir Thomas Lo^y 

was 
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was to call in his pdetical debts, I believe 
there would be a good many bankrupts in 
the Mufe's Gazette. 

ALL. 

Ha, ha^ ha ! 

Sir THOMAS. 

But, '^ proposy gentlemen; with regard 
to the eclipfe : you fbuhd my calculation 
exadt ? 

DACTYL, 

To a digit. 

' Sir THOMAS. 

Total darknefs, indeed ! and birds going 
to rooft ! Thofe philomaths, thofe almanack-- 
cpakers, are the moft ignorant rafcals-— . 

PUFF. 

It is amazing where Sir Thomas LfOfty 
ftores all his knowledge. 

DACTYL. 

It is wonderful how the mind of man 
can contain it. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Why, to tell you the truth, that cir- 
cumflance has a good deal , engag'd my at- 
tention ; and I believe you will admit my 
method of folving the phenomenon philo- 
fophical and ingenious enough. 

- PUFF. 

Without queftion. 

ALL. 
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ALL. 

Doubtlefs. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

I fuppofe, gentlemen, my memory, or 
mind, to be a cheft of drawers, a kind of 
.bureau ; where, in feparate cellulos, my 
diflferent knowledge on different fubje&s is 
ftor'd. 

RUST. 

A prodigious difcovery ! 

ALL. 

Amazing ! 

Sir THOMAS. 

To this cabinet volition^ or will, has a 
key; fo, when an arduous fubjed occurs, I 
unlock my bureau, pull out the particular 
drawer, and am fupply'd with what I want 
in an inflant. 

DACTYL. 

A Malbranch ! 

PUFF. 

A Boyle ! 

ALL, 

A Locke ! 

Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Mr. Bever. [Exit. 

Sir THOMAS. 

A young gentleman from Oxford, re- 
commended to my care by his father. The 

univerfity 
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univerfity has given him a good folid Doric 
foundation ; and when he has received from 
you a few Tufcan touches, the Ionic and 
Corinthian graces, I make no doubt but he 
will prove a compofite pillar to the repub- 
lic of letters. [Enter Bever.] This, Sir, 
is the fchool from whence fo many capital 
mafters have iifued ; the river that enriches 
the regions of fcience. 

DACTYL. 

Of which river. Sir Thomas, you are the 
fource: here we quaff; et purpurea bibi^ 
mus ore nlflar. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Purpurea ! Delicate, indeed ! Mr. Dac- 
tyl. Do you hear, Mr. Bever? Bibimus 
ore nedtar. You, young gentleman, mutt 
be inftrlidled to quote ; nothing gives a pe- 
riod more fpirit than a happy Latin quota* 
tion, nor has indeed a finer effed: at the 
head of an cflay. Poor Dick Steel ! I have 
oblig'd him with many a motto for his fu*- 

gitive pieces. 

PUFF. 

Ay, and with the contents too 1 or Sir 
Richard is fouly bely*d. 

Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Sir Roger Dowlas. 

D Sir 
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Sir T H O M A S. 

Pray defire him to enter. [Exit Servant.] 
Sir Roger, Gentlemen, is a confiderable 
Eaft-India proprietor; and feenis delirous 
of collefting from this learned aflcmbly 
fome rhetorical flowers, which he hopes to 
flrew^ with honour to himfclf, and advan^ 
tage to the company, at Merchant- Taylors- 
Hall. [Enter Sir Roger Dowlas.] Sir 
Roger, be feated. This gentleman has, in 
common with the greateft orator the world 
ever faw, a fmall natural infirmity ; he flut- 
ters a little : but I have prefcrib'd the fame, 
remedy that Demofthenes us'd, and don't 
defpair of a radical cure. Well, Sir,- have 
you digefted thofe general rules ? 

Sir R O G E R. 

Pr— ett-y well, I am obli— g*d to you, Sir 
Thomas. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Have you been regular in taking your 
tinSure of fage, to give you confidence for 
fpeaking in public? 

Sir R O G E R. 

Y— es, Sir Thomas. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Did you open at the laft general court ? 

Sir R O G E R. 

1 attem— p-ted fo— ur or fi— ve times. 

Sir 
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Sir T H O M A S. 

What hindered your progrefs ? 

Sir R O G E R. 

The pe— b— bles. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Oh, the pebbles in his mouth. JSut they 
arc only put in to pradlife in private ; you 
ihould take them out when you are addref- 
fing the public. 

Sir R O G £ R. 

Yes 5 I will for the fu— turfc. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Well, Mr. Ruft, you had a tite^h-tete 
with my niece. A propos, Mr. Bever, here 
offers a fine occafion for you^ we (hall take 
the liberty to trouble your Mufe on their 
nuptials. O Love I O Hymen ! here prune 
thy purple wings ; trim thy bright torch. 
Hey, Mr. Bever ? 

BEVER. 

My talents are at Sir Thomas Lofty*s di- 
rection ; itho* I muft defpair of producing 
any performance worthy the attention of fo 
compleat a judge of the elegant arts. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Too modeft, good Mr. Bever. Well, Mr. 
Ruft, any new acqqifition, fince our laft 
meeting, to your matchlefs colledion ? 

D 2 Rus*r. 



52 THEPATRON. 

RUST. 

Why, Sir Thomas, I have both loft and 
gain'd lince I faw you. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Loft ! I am forry for that. 

RUST. 

The curious farcophagus, that was fent 
me from Naples by Signior Bellohi — 

Sir T H O M A S. 

You mean the urn that was fuppos'd to 
contain the duft of Agrippa ! 

* U s T. 
Supposed ! no doubt but it did. 

Sir THOMAS. 

I hope no finifter accident to that inefti- 
mable relic of Rome. 

RUST. 

It*s gone. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Gone! oh, illiberal! What, ftolen, I 
fuppofe, by fome connoifleur ? 

R U S T. 
Worfe, worfe ! a prey, a martyr to igho- 
rance : a houfemaid, that I hir'd laft week, . 
miftook it fpr a broken green chamber-pot, 
and fent it away in the duft-cart. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

She merits impaling. Oh, the Hun ! 

DAC. 
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DACTVL. 

The Vandal ! 

ALL. 

•The Vifigoth! 

RUST. 

But I have this day acquired a treafure 
that will in fome meafure make me amends. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Indeed ! what can that be ? 

PUFF. 

That muft be fomcthing curious, indeed, 

RUST. 

It has coft me infinite trouble to get it. 

DACTYL. - ' 

Great rarities are not had without pains. 

RUST. 

It is three months ago fince I got the firft 
fccnt of. it, and I have been ever fince on 
the hunt ; but. all to Ho purpofe. 

Sir THOMAS. 

I am quite upon thorns- till I fee it. ' 

RUST. 

And yeftcrday, when I had given.it over, 
when all my hopes were grown defpcrate, 
it fell into my hands, by the moft unex- 
pefted and wonderful accident. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

^od optanti divum prorntttere nemo 
Auderety volvenda dies en attulit ultro. 

Mr. Bever, you reriiark my quotation ? 

D 3 B E V E R. 
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SEVER. 

Moft happy. Oh, Sir, nothing you fay 
can be loft. 

RUST. 

I have brought it here in my pocket ; I 
am no churl ; I love to pleafure my friends. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

You are, Mr. Ruft, extremely obliging. 

ALL* 

Very kind, very obliging indeed. 

RUST. 

It was not much hurt^ by the fire. 

Sir 1 H O M A S. 

Very fortunate. 

RUST. 

The edges are foil'd by the link ; but ma- 
ny of the letters are exceedingly legible. 

Sir ROGER. 

A li— ttle roo— m, if you p— leafe. 

RUST. 

Here it is ; the precious remains of the 
very North-Briton that was burnt at the 
Royal-Exchange. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Number forty-five ? 

RUST. 

The fame. 

B E V E R. 

You are a lucky man, Mr. Ruft. 

RUST. 
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RUST. 

I think fo. But, Gentlemen, I hope I 
need not give you a caution :, hufh — iilencc 
— no words on this matter. 

DACTYL. 

You may depend upon us, 

RUST. 
For as the paper has not fufFer'd the law, 
I don*t know whether they may not feize it 
again. 

Sir THOMAS. 

With US you arc fafe, Mr. Ruft. Well, 
young gentleman, you fee we cultivate all 
branches of fcience. 

B E V E R. 

Amazing, indeed 1 But when we confider 
you. Sir Thomas, as the diriedting, the ru- 
ling planet, our wonder fubfides in an in* 
ftant. Science firft faw the day with So- 
crates in the Attic portico ; her early, years 
were fpent with Tully in the Tufcalan (hade j 
but her ripe, maturer hours, flie enjoy^ with 
Sir Thon>as Lofty, near Cavendifti- Square. 

Sir THOMAS. 

The moft claffical complifljent I ever re- 
cciv'-d. Ocntl^men, a phi^p^ophical rep^ft 
attends your acceptance within. Sir Roger, 
you'll lead the way^ [Exeunt all but Sir 
Thot^as and Bever.] Mr. Bever, may I 
beg your ear for a moment ? Mr. Bever, the 

D 4 friend- 
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firiendfliip I have for your father fecur'd you 
at firft a gracious reception from me ; but 
what I then paid to an old obligation^ is 
now. Sir, due to your own particular merit. 

B E V E R, 
I am happy. Sir Thomas, if-r- 

Sir THOMAS. 

Your patience. There is in you, Mr. 
Sever, a fire of imagination, a quicknefs of * 
apprehenfion, a folidity of judgment, join*4 
to a depth of difcretion, that I never yet met 
with in any fubjeft at your time of life. 

BEVER. 

I hope I (hall never forfeit—- ' 

Sir THOMAS. 

I am fure you never will • and to give you 
a convincing proof that I think fo, I am 
now going to truft you with the moft im- 
portant fecret of my whole life. 

BEVER. 

Your confidence does me great honour. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

But this muft be on a certain condition. 

BEVER. 

Name it. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

That you give me your folemn promife to 
comply with one requeft I (hall make you. 

BEVER. 

There is nothing Sir Thomas Lofty can 
afk, that I fhall not chearfully grant. 

3ir 
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Sir THOMAS. 

Nay, in fadl it will be ferving yourfelf. 

BEVER. 

J want no fuch inducement. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Enough, But we can't be too private. 
[Shuts the door.] Sit you down. Your Ghri- 
uian name, I think, is-— 

PEVER, 

Richard. 

Sir THOMAS. 

True J the fame as your father's. Come, , 
let us be faniiiliar. It is, I think, dear Dick^ 
acknowledg'd, that the Englifli have reached 
the higheft pitch of perfed:ion in every dc- 
pai:tment of writing but one — the dramatic. 

BEVER. 

Why, the French critics are a little feyere. 

Sir T H O M^A §. 

And with reafon. Now^ to refcue our 
credit, and at the famtf time give my country 
^ model, [Jbews a manufcript] fee here. 

BEVER, 
A play? 

Sir T H O M A S. 

A chef a'oeuvre. 

B E y e; R, 
Youf own ^ 

Sir THOM AS. 

§pea]^ lower, I am the author. 

B E V i: R. 
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B E V E R. 

Nay, then there can be no doubt of it's 
merit. 

Sir THOMAS. 

I think not. You will be charmed with 
the fubjcd:. 

' SEVER. 

What is it, Sir Thonus ? 

Sir T J OM A S. ' 

I fliall furpnze you. The ftory of Ro- 
bin Crulbe. Arc not you ftruck ? 

B E V E R. 

Moft prodigioufly. 

Sir T H O M AS. 

Yes; I knew the very title would hit you. 
You will find the whole fable is finely con- 
duced, and the character of Friday, qualis 
ab incepto^ nobly fupported throughout. 

BEVER. 

A pretty difficult tafk. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

True ; that was not a bow for a boy. The 
piece has long been in rehearfal at Drury- 
lane playhoufe, and this night is to make 
it's appearance. 

BEVER. 

To-night? 

Sir T H O M A S. 

This night. 

BEVER. 

I will attend, and engage all my friends, 
to fupport it. 

Sir 



\ 
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Sir THOMAS. 

That is not my purpofe ; the piece will 
want no fuch affiftance. 

BEVER. 

I beg pardon. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

The manager of that houfe (who you 
know is a writer himfelf), finding all the 
anonymous things he produc'd (indeed fome 
of them wretched enough, and very un- 
worthy of him) plac'd to his account by 
the public, is determined to exhibit no more 
without knowing the name of the author* 

BEVER. 

A reafonable caution. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Now, upon my promife (for I appeaf to 
patronize the play) to announce the author 
before the curtain draws up, Robinfon Cru- 
foc is advertised for this evening. ^ 

BEVER. 

Oh, then, you will acknowledge the piece 
to be your's ? 

Sir T H O M A S. 

No. 

BEVER. 

How then ? 

Sir THOMAS. 

My defign is to give it to you • 

BEVER. 

To me r 

Sir 
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Sir T HO MAS. 

To you. 

BEVER. 

What, me the author of Robinfon Crufoe ! 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Ay. 

BEVER. 

Lord, Sir Thomas, it will never gain cre- 
dit : fo compleat a production the work of 
a ftripling! Bcfides, Sir, as the merit is 
your's, why rob yourfelf of the glory ? 

Sir T H O M A S. 

I arfi entirely indifferent to that. 

BEVER. 

Then why take the trouble ? 

Sir T'H O M A S. 

My fondnefs for letters, and love of my 
country. Befides, dear Dick, though the 
pauei & felediiy the chofen few, know the 
full value of a performance like this, yet 
the ignorant, the profane, (by much the 
majority,) will be apt to think it an occupa-* 
tion ill fuited to my time of life. 

BEVER. 

Their cenfure is praife. 

Sir T H M A S. 

Doubtlefs. But indeed my principal mo^ 
tive is my friendfliip for you, You are now a 
candidate for literary honours, and I am de- 

termin'd 
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termin'd to fix your fame on an inunoveable 
bafis. ' ^ 

BEVER. 

You are moft cxceffivcly kind; but tliere 
is fomething fo difingenuous in dealing re- 
putation from another man — 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Idle pundtilio ! 

BEVER, 

It puts me fo in mind of the daw in the 
fable— 

Sir T H O M A S. 

, Come, come, dear Dick, I won't fufFer 
your mddefty to murder your fame. But 
the company will fufpedl fomething; we 
will join them, and proclaim you the au- 
thor. There, keep the copy ; to you I 
confign it for ever; it (hall be a fecret to 
lateft pofterity. You will be fmother*d with 
praife by our friends ; they fhall all in their 
bark to the playhoufe, and there 

Attendant fail, 
Furfue the triumph, and partake the gale. 

[Exeunt. 



END of the SECOND ACT. 



ACT, 



€z THE PATRON. 



'«8|«^i!«'!?l<«^''S3W^''«W?^^ 



ACT III, Scene continues. 



Enter B e v e £, readings 

SO ends the fir ft a 61. Come, now for 
the fecond. " Ad the fecond, (hew- 
ing*'— ^ the coxcomb has prefaced every aft 
with an argument too, in humble imitation, 
I warrant, of Monf. Diderot — " ihewjng 
the fatal efFcds of difobedience to parents;" 
with, I fuppofe, the diverting fcene of a 
gibbet ; an entertaining fubjecft for come- 
dy. And the blockhead is as prolix — every 
fcene as long as a homily. Let's fee ; how 
does this end?' " Exit Crufoe, and enter 
fome favages, dancing a faraband.'* There's 
no bearing this abominable trafh. [Enter 
Juliet.] So, Madam; thanks to your ad- 
vice and direftion, I am got into a fine fitua- 
tidn, 

JULIET. 

What is the matter now, Mr. Bever ? 

B E V E R. 
The Robinfon Crufoe- 
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JULIET. 

Oh, the play that is to be afted to-night. 
How fecret you were ? Who in the world 
would have guefs'd you was the author ? 

B E V E R. 

Me, Madam! 

JULIET. 

Your title is odd; but to a genius every 
fubjed: is good. 

BEVER. 

You are inclin'd to be pleafant: 

JULIET. 

Within they have been all prodigious lodd 
in the praife of your piece -, but I think my 
uncle rather more eager than any, 

BEVER. 

He has reafon ; for fatherly fondnefs goes 
far. 

JULIET. 

I don't underftand you. 

BEVER. 

You doh't ! 

JULIET. 

No. 

BEVER. 

Nay, Juliet, this is too much ; you know 
it is none of my play. 

JULIET. 

Whoft then ? 

BEVER. 

Your uncle's. 

JULIET. 

My uncle's ! then how, in the name of 
wonder, came you to adopt it ? 

BEVER. 
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B E V E R. 

At his earned requeft. I may be a fool ; 
but remember^ Madam, you are the caufe* 

JULIET. 

ThiJ is ftrange ; but I can't conceive what 
his motive could be. 

B E V E R. 

His motive is obvious enough ; to fcreen 
himfelf from the infamy of being the author* 

JULIET. ^ 

What, is it bad, then ? 

B E V E R. 

Bad ! mod infernal ! 

JULIET.' 

And you have confented to own it ? 

BEVER. 

Why, what could I* do ? he in a manner 
compeird me. 

JULIET. 

I am extremely glad of it, 

BEVER. 

Glad of it ! why, I tell you 'tis the moft 
dull, tedious, melanchqly — 

JULIET, 

So much the better. 

BEVER. 

The moft flat piece of frippery that ever 
Grubftrect produced. 

JULIET. 

So much the better. 

BEVER. 

It will be damn'd before the third adt. 

JULIET. 
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JULIET. 

So much the better. 

B E V E R. 

And I (hall be hooted and pointed at whcrc^ 
ever I go. 

JULIET. 

So much the better. 

BEVER. 

So much the better ! zounds ! fo, I fuppofe," 
you would fay it I was going to be hanged. 
Do you call this a mark of your friendfliip ? 

JULIET. 

Ah, Bever, Bever ! you are a miferable 
politician. Do you know, now, that this is the 
luckieft incident that ever occurred ? 

B E V E Jll. 

Indeed ! 

JULIET. 

It could not have been better laid, had we 
plann'd it ourfelyes. 

BEVER. 

You will pardon my want of conception: 
but thefe arc riddles — 

JULIET. 

That at prefent I have not time to explain. 
But what makes you loitering here ? Part fix 
o'clock, as I live! Why, your play is begun; 
run, run to the houfc. Was ever author fo 
Jittle anxious for the fate of his piece } 

BEVER. 

My piece ! 

JULIET.^ 

Sir Thomas ! I know by his walk. Fly, and 

E pray 
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pray all the way for the fall of your play. And, 
do you hear, if you find the audience too in- 
dulgent, jncliftM to be milky, rather than fail, 
fquccze in a little acid yourfelf. Oh, Mi^. 
Bever, at your return, let me/ fee you, before 
you go to my uncle j that is, if you have the 
eood look to be damn*d. 

^ BEVER. 

You need not doubt that. [Exif. 



k \- 



Enter Sir ThomAs Lofty* 

Sir T H O M A S. 

5o, Juliet 5 was not that Mr. Bever? 

'jVLIET. 
Yes, Sir. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

« . ■ ^ . * . 

He is rathef tardy ; by this titn^ his cai^fe 
Js come on. And how is the young gentlem^ft 
kffedted ? for this is a trying occafion. ' ' ' 

• ' JU LIET. ■ ^ ^^ 
He feems pretty certainj Sir. 

Sir T H O M A S. 
Indeed 1 thirik he has very little reafon fo 
fear: I cohfefs I admire the piece; arid feel a 
much for it?s fate as if the work was my owii 

* * jtJLIET. '• • 

That I moft fincerely believe. I wonder, 
pir, you did not chbofe to be prefent. 

Sir THOMAS. ' ' 

Petter not. My affcdlions are ftrong, juljet, 
^nd nly* nerves but tenderly flrungj howeVer^ 
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intelligent people are planted, who will bring 
^e every a<ft a faithful account of the procefs. 

JULIET. 

That will answer your purpofe as well. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Indeed, I am paffionately fond of the arts,anfl 
•therefore can't help — did not fomebody knock ? 
no. My good girl, will you ftep^ and take^are 
that when any body comes the fervants may 
iiot be out of the way. [Exit Juliet.] Five and 
thirty minutes paft fix ; by this time the firft 
adt m^ft be over : John will be prefently here. 
I think it can't fail ; yet there isfo much wjiim 
and caprice in the publip opinion, that — This 
young tn?in is unknown ; they'll give him no 
credit. I had better have own'd it myfelf: Re- 
putation goes a great way in theife matters : 
people are afraid to find fault j they are cautious 
in cenfuring the works of a man who — hu(hl 
that's he : no; 'tis only thp (butters. After 
all, I think J have chofe. the beft way .: for, if 
it fucceeds to the degree I exped, it wijl be 
eafy to circulate the reial name of the author 5 
if it falls, I am concealed , my fame fuflfers 
no — There he is. [Loud kicking.] Ican^t 
conceive what kept him fo long. [Enter John,] 
So, John; well ^ and — but you have hc^n a 
monftrous while. 

JOHN. 

Sir, I was wedged fo clofe in the pit that I 
^ould fcarccly get out. 
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Sir THOMAS. 

The houfc was full then ? 

JOHN 

As an egg. Sir. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

That's right. Well John, and did mat- 
ters go fwimmingly ? hey ? 

JOHN. 

Exceedingly well. Sir, 

Sir THOMAS. 

Exceedingly well. I don't doubt it. What, 
yaft clapping and roars of applaufe, I fuppofe. 

JOHN. 

Very well, Sir. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Very well, Sir ! You are damn*d coftive, I 
think. But did not the pit and boxes thun- 
der again ? 

JOHN. 

I can't fay there was over-much thunder. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

No! Oh, attentive, I reckon. Ay, attention ! 
that is the true, folid, fubftantial applaufe. All 
elfe may^ be purchafed ; hands move as they 
are bid : but when the audience is huflied ftill, 
afraid of lofing a word, then-— 

JOHN. 

Yes, they were very quiet indeed, Sir. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

I like them the better, John ; a ftrong mark 
pf their great fenfibility. Did you fee Robin ? 
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JOHN. 

Yes, Sir ; he'll be here in a trice ; I left him 
Hft'ning at the back of the boxes, and charg'd 
him to make all the hafte home that he could 

* ^ Sir TftOMAS. 

That's right, John ; very well ; your account 
pkafes me much, honeft John. [Exk John.] 
No, I did not expe<ft the firft aft would produce 
any prodigious efFed. ' And, after all, the firft 
aft is but a mete introduftion ; juft opens the 
bufinefs, the plot, and gives a little infight into 
the charafters : fo that if you but engage and 
intereft thd houfe, it is as much as the beft 
writer can flatt — [^knocking without] GadfoJ 
what, Robin already ! why the fellow has the 
feet of a Mercury. ^Enter Robin.] Well, 
Robin, and what news do you bring ? 

ROBIN. 

Sir,I, I, I, 

Sir THOMAS. 

Stop, Robin, and recover your breith. Now, 
Robin. 

ROBIN. 

There has been a woundy uproar below* 

Sir THOMAS. 

An uproar 1 what, at the play houfe ? 

ROBIN. 

Ay. 

. Sir THOMAS. 

At what ? 

ROBIN. 

I don*t' know : btlike at the words the play- 
folk were talking. 

E 3 Sir 
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Sir THOMAS. 

At the players ! how can that be ? Oh, no\^ 
I begin to conceive. Poor fellow, he knows but 
little of play«. What, Robin, I fuppofe^ hal- 
lowing, and clapping, and knocking of flicks ? 

^ ' ROBIN. 

Hallowing ! ay, and hooting too.- 

Sir THOMA& 

And hooting ! 

ROBIN. 

Ay, and hiffing to boot. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Hifling 1 you muft be miftaken. 

ROBIN. 

By the mafs, but I am not. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Ibipofllible! Oh, moft likely fome drunken,, 
diforderly fellows, that were difturbing the 
houfe and interrupting the play; too comnnon 
a cafe; the people were right : theydeferv*d a re- 
buke. Did not you hear them cry Oat, out, out ? 

ROBIN. 

Noa; that was not the cry 5 'twas OfF, off, off 1 

Sir THOMAS. 

That was a whimfical noife. Zounds ! that 
muft be the players. Did you obferve nothing 
clfe ? 

ROBIN. 

Belike the quarrel firft began between the 
gentry and a black-a-moor man. 

Sir THOMAS. 

With Friday ! The public tafte is debauch- 
ed 
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cd ; honeft nature is too plain and fimple for 
riieir vitiated palates ! [Enter Juliet.] Juliet, 
Robin brings me the ftrangeft account; fonie 
Httld difturbance ; but I.ruppbfe it was fdon 
fettled again. Oh, but here conies IN/Ir* Stay- 
, tape, my iraylor ; he is a rational being ; we 
fliall be able to make fometbing of him. [En" 
/^r Staytape.] So, Staytape 5 whiat, is tlje' 
niird adt over already ? . . . . 

, STA YT ape; 

Over, Sir ! no : nor never will be. 

Sir THOMAS. 

What do you mean ? 

STAYTAPft.' 

Cutfliort. 

Sir THOMAS?' 

I don't comprehend you. • 

STAYTAPE. ; . . . 

Why, Sir, the pcet has made a miftakc iti[ 
liieafuririg the tafte of the town $ the goods, it 
feems, did not fit; fo they return'duh&mjlbok 
die gentleman shand6. 

Sir THOMA& 

Rot your afFe<flation and quaintnefe/ yoi>' 
jiuppy! fpeakplaiii. 

ST A YT APE. • . : 

Why then. Sir, Robinfon Crufoe is diead." 

Sir THOMAS. 

Dead! . , , 

STAYTAPE. .. 

• '■' * » fit - ^ t • 

Ay; and, what is wprfe, will never rife any* 
lijOfe, You will foon have all the particulars; 

f 4 ftr 
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for there were four or five of your friends clofc 
at my hfcels. 

. Sir THO M AS. 

Staytape, Juliet, run and ftop them ; fay I 
am gone out ;• lam fick ; I am engaged : but, 
whatever -you do, be fure you don't let BeVer 
come in, "Secure tof the vidory, 1 invited them 
to the Gblfebf-— * 

STAYTAPE. , 

Sir, they are here* 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Confound— 

Eiiter Puff, Dactyl, and Rust. 

RUST. 

Ay, truly, Mr. PuiF, this is but a bitter be- 
ginning \ then the young man muft turn him- 
felf to fome bther trade. 

! . PUFF. 

Servant,. Sir Thomas; I fuppofe you have 
heard the jicws of*— 

Sir TH0MAS. 

Yes, yes ; I have been told it before. 

DACTYL. 

I confefs I did not fufpecft it j but there is no 
knowing whateflFcdt thefe things will have, till 
they come on the ftage. 

RUST. 
For my part, I don't know much of thefe 
nrattvrs ; but a couple of gentlemen near me, 
who fecm'd fagacious enough too, declared that 
it was the vileft fluff they ever had heard, and 
wonder'd the players would aft it. 

Yes J 
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DACTYL. 

Yes ; I don't remember to have fcen a more 
general diflike. 

PUFF. 

I was thinking to alk you. Sir Thomas, for 
your intereft with Mr. Bever about buying the 
copy : but now no mortal would read it. Lord, 
Sir, it would not pay for paper and printing. 

RUST. 
I remember Kennet, in his Roman Antiqui- 
ties, mentions a play of Terence's, Mr. Dac- 
tyl, that was terribly treated ; but that he at- 
tributes to the people's fondnefs for certain 
funambuli, or rope-dancers j but I have not 
lately heard of any famous tumblers ,in town : 
Sir Thomas, have you ? 

Sir T H O M A S. 

How (hould I ; do you luppofe I trouble my 
head about tumblers ? 

RUST. 

Nay, I did not — 

BEVER, /pealing- ^vlthout. 

Not to be fpoke with ! Don't tell me. Sir; 
he muft, he fliall. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Mr. Bever's voice. If he is admitted in his 
prefent. difpofition, the whole fecret will cer- 
tainly out. Gentlemen, fpme affairs of a moft 
intercfting nature makes it impoffible for me to 
have the honour of your company to-night ; 

therefore I beg you would be fogood as to— - 

RU sr. 
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RUST. 

* 

Affairs ! no bad news ? I hope Mifs Jitleis well. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Very well ; but I am moft exceedingly — 

. RUST- 

I (hall only jafl ftay to fee Mr. Bfcver. Poor 
lad ! he will be mod horribly down in the 
mouth : a little comfort won't coiile amifs. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Mr. Bever, Sir ! you won'f fee him here/ 

RUST. 

Not here ! why I thought I he^rcj his voice 
but juft now* 

Sir THOMAS. 

You are miftajcen Mr. Rufl: j but— 

R us T. 

May be foj then we will go. Sir Thomas, 
vf\y compliments of condolancp, if you pleafe, 
to the poet. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Ay, ay. 

DACTYL. 

And mine; for I fuppofe we fha'n't fee hihi* 
fooA. 

PUFF. 

Poor gentleman ! I warrant he won't fhew 
his bead for thefe fix months. 

RUST. 
Ay, ay : indeed I am very forry for hiip; fo' 
;tell him. Sir. 

DACTYL and PUFF, 

So iare we. 
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RUST. 

Sir Thomas, your fervant. Come, Gentle- 
flien. By all this confufion in Sir Thomas, there 
muft be fomething more in the wind than I 
know 5 but I will watch, I am refolv'd. 

[Exeurif. 

BEV;ER, without. 

Rafcals, ftand by I I muft, I will fee him^ 

Enter Bever. 

So, Sir J this is delicate treatment, after all 
I have fufFer'd. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Mr. Bever, I hope you don't— that is— 

BEVER, 

Well, Sir Thomas Lofty, what think yoti now 
of your RobinfonCrufoe? a pretty performance! 

. Sir THOMAS. 

Think, Mr. Bever ! I think thie public arc 
blockheads ; a taftelefs, ftupid, ignorant tribe ; 
and' a man of genius deferves to Be damn'd who 
writes any thing for them. But courage, dear 
Dick ! the principals will give you what the 
people refufe ; the clofet will do you that juf- 
fice the (tage has deny*d : print your play. 

B ]£ V E R. 

My play ! zounds. Sir, 'tis yoiir own. 

Sir T H O MA S. 

Speak lower, dear Dipk -, be moderate, niy 
good, dear lad ! 

BEVER. 

Oh, Sir Thomas, you may be eafy enough ; 

you 
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pray all the way for the fall of your play. And, 
do you hear, if you find the audience too in|- 
dolgent, iriclia'd to be milky, rf^ther than fail, 
fquetze in a little acid yourfelf. Oh, Mi". 
Bever, at your return, let me/ fee you, before 
you go to my uncle; that is, jf you have the 
good look to he damn'd. 

' •' ' ' SEVER. 

You need not doubt thatl iExif. 



•* • . ■ • . i * ' 



Enter Sir ThomAs I^tOFTY* 

Sir T H O M A S. 

5o, Juliet 5 was not that Mr. Bever? 

, 'jULIET, *' 

Yes, Sir. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

He is rather tardy ; by t^ls tiqie his cai^tfe 
Js come on. And how is the young gentlem^ft 
kffedted ? for this is a trying occafion. 

' JULIET. 

He feems pretty certain. Sir. 

Sir dp H O M A S. 

Indeed 1 thirik he has very little reafon fo 
fear: I cohfefs I admire the piece; and feel a 
much for it?s fate as if the work was my owii 

* ■ J tJLIET. ' 

That I moft fincerely beh'eve. I wonder, 
•Sir, you did not chbofe to be prefent. 

Sir T H O M A S, 

Petter not. My affcdtions are ftrong, juljet, 
U!jd nly ntrves but tenderly ftrungj however, 
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intelligent people are planted, who will bring 
^e every aft a faithful account of the procefs. 

JULIET. 

That will anfwer your purpofe as well. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Indeed, I am paflionately fond of the arts,an(l 
therefore can't help — did not fomebody knock ? 
no. My good girl, will you ftep^ and take^are 
that when any body tomes the fervants may 
iiot be out of the way. [Exit Juliet.] Five and 
thirty minutes pad fix ; by this time the firfl 
adl m^ft be over : John will be prefently here. 
I think it can't fail ; yet there isfo much w^im 
and caprice in the publip opinion, that — This 
young man is unknown ; they'll give him no 
credit. I had better have own'd it myfelf: Re- 
putation goes a great way in thcJTe matters : 
people are afraid to find fault ^ they afe cautious 
in cenfuring the works of a ma;i who — huflil 
that's he : no; 'tis only thp fhutters. After 
all, I think I have chofc. the beft way .: for, if 
it fucceeds to the degree I expedl, it wijl be 
eafy to circulate the real name of the author ; 
if it falls, I ^m concealed , my fame fuficrs 
no — There he is. [Loud knocking.^ Ican't 
conceive what kept him fo long. [Enter John.] 
So, John; well ^ and — but you have boen a 
monftrous while. 

JOHN. 

Sir, I was wedged fo clofc in the pit that I 
jcould fcarccly get out. 
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Sir THOMAS. 

The houfc was full then ? 

JOHN 

As an egg. Sir. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

That's right. Well John, and did mat* 
ters go fwimmingly ? hey ? 

JOHN. 

Exceedingly well. Sir, 

Sir THOMAS. 

Exceedingly well. I don't doubt it. What, 
yaft clapping and roars of applaufe, I fupppfe. 

■ JOHN. 

Very well, Sir. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Very well, Sir ! You are damn*d coftive, I 
think. But did not the pit and boxes thun- 
der again ? 

JOHN. 

I can't fay there was over-much thunder. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

No ! Oh, attentive, I reckon. Ay, attention! 
that is the true, folid, fubftantial applaufe. All 
elfe may be purchafed ; hands move as they 
are bid : but when the audience is huflied ftill, 
afraid of loCng a word, then-— 

JOHN. 
Yes, they were very quiet indeed, Sir. 

Sir THOMAS. 

I like them the better, John ; a ftrong mark 
of their great fenfibility. Did you fee Robin ? 

JOHN 
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JOHN. 

Yes, Sir ; he'll be here in a trice ; I left him 
lift'ning at the back of the boxes, and charg'd 
him to make all the hade home that he could 

Sir TftOMAS. 

That's right, John 5 very well 5 your account 
pkafes me much, honeft John. [Exk John.] 
No, I did not expe<St the firft ad would produce 
any prodigious efFed. ' And, after all, the firft 
ad is but a mere introdudion ; juft opens the 
bufindfs, the plot, and gives a little infight into 
the charaders : fo that if you but engage and 
intereft thd houfe, it is as much as the beft 
writer can flatt — [^knocking without] Gadfol 
what, Robin already ! why the fellow has the 
feet of a Mercury. \Enter Robin.] Well, 
Robin, and what news do you bring ? 

ROBIN. 

Sir, I, I, I, 

Sir • T H O M A S. 

Stop, Robin, and recover your hretth. Now, 
Robin. 

ROBIN. 

There has been a woundy uproar below* 

Sir THOMAS. 

An uproar 1 what, at the play houfe ? 

ROBIN. 

Ay. 

Sir THOMAS. 

At what ? 

ROBIN. 

I doB*t' know : btlike at the words the play- 
folk were talking. 

E 3 Sir 
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for there were four or five of your friends clofc 
at niy heels. 

• Sir THO M AS. 

Staytapef Juliet, run and ftop them ; fay I 
am gone out ;' I am fick ; I am engaged : but, 
whatever -you do, be fure you don't let BcVer 
come iri. -Setuyc'of the vidory, 1 invited theai 
to the ctisbf--' * 

STAYTAPE. , 

Sir, they are here* 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Confound— - 

Eiiter Puff, Dactyl, and Rust. 

RUST. 

Ay, truly, Mr. PuiF, this is but a bitter be- 
ginning ; then the young man muft turn him- 
felf to fome bther trade. 

PUFF. 

Servant, Sir Thomas ; I fuppofe you have 
heard the news of-— 

Sir THOMAS. 

Yes, yes ; I have been told it before. 

DACTYL. 

I confefs I did not fufped it ; but there is no 
knowing whateffcdt thefe things will have, till 
they come on the ftage. 

RUST. 
For my part, I don't know much of thefe 
nrattcrs ; but a couple of gentlemen near me, 
who fetm'd fagacious enough too, declar'd that 
it was the vileft fluff they ever had heard, and 
wonder'd the players would aft it. 

Yes; 
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DACTYL. 

Yes ; I don't remember to have fcen a more 
general diflike. 

PUFF. 

I was thinking to afk you. Sir Thomas, for 
your intereft with Mr. Bever about buying the 
copy : but now no mortal would read it. Lord, 
Sir, it would not pay for paper and printing* 

R U s T. 
I remember Kennet, in his Roman Antiqui- 
ties, mentions a play of Terence's, Mr. Dac- 
tyl, that was terribly treated ; but that he at- 
tributes to the people's fondnefs for certain 
funambuli, or rope-dancers ; but I have not 
lately heard of any famous tumblers .in town : 
Sir Thomas, have you ? 

Sir THOMAS. 

How (hould I ; do you luppofe I trouble my 
head about tumblers ? 

ft 

RUST. 

Nay, I did not — 

BEVER, fpealing' ivithout. 

Not to be fpoke with ! Don't tell me. Sir; 
he muft, he flialK 

Sir THOMAS. 

Mr. Bever's voice. If he is admitted in his 
prefent. difpofition, the whole fecret will ^ cer- 
tainly out. Gentlemen, fqme affairs of a moft 
interefting nature makes it impoffible for me to 
have the honour of your company to-night ; 

therefore I beg you would be fogood as to— - 

R u s r. 
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RUST. 

iVffairs ! no bad news ? I hope Mifs Jttl^is well/ 

^ Sir T H O M A S. 

Very well ; but I am moft exceedingly— 

. RUST. ^ 

I (hall only jafl ftay to fee Mr. Bfcver. Poor 
lad ! he will be mod horribly down in the 
mouth : a little comfort won't cotait amifs/ 

Sir THOMAS. 

Mr. Bever, Sir ! you won'f f$e him hercl 

RU s T. 
Not here ! why I thought I he$r4 his voicior 
but juft now. 

Sir THOMAS,, 

You are miftal^en Mr. Rufl: ; but— 

R us T, 

May be foj then we will go. Sir Thomas^ 
my compliments of condolancp, if yqu pleafe, 
to the poet. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Ay, ay. 

DACTYL. 

And mine ; for I fuppofe we fha'n't fee hihi* 
foon. 

PUFF. 

Poor gentleman ! I warrant he won't fhew 
his bead for thefe fix months. 

RUST. 

Ay, ay : indeed I am very forry for him; fo' 
tell him. Sir. 

DACTYL and PUFF, 

So /arc we. 

R J7 S T^ 
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RUST. 

Sir Thomas, your fervint. Cotnc, Gentle- 
fiien. By all this confufion in Sir Thomas, there 
muft be fomething more in the wind than I 
know 5 but I will watch, I am refolv'd. 

[Exeunt. 

BEV;ER, luithouu 

Rafcals, ftand by ! I muft, I will fee him^ 

Efnter BpvER, 

So, Sir; this is dtlicate treatmcnjt, after all 
I have fufFer'd. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Mr. Bever, I hope you don't— that is— 

BEVER. 

Well, Sir Thomas Lofty, what think yoti now 
of yourRobinfonCrufoe? a pretty performance! 

. . Sir THOMAS. 

Think, Mr. Bever I I think the publip arc 
blockheads ; a taftelefs, ftupid, ignorjant tribe ; 
and'a rtah of genius deferves to be damned who 
writes any thing for them. But courage, dear 
Dick ! the principals will give you what the 
people refufe ; the clofet will do you that juf- 
tice the (tage has deny*d : print your play. 

B fi V E R. 

My play! zounds. Sir, 'tis yoiir own. 

Sir T H O MA 5. 

Speak lower, dear Dipk ; be moderate, my 
' good, dear lad 1 

SEVER. 

Oh, Sir Thomas, you may be eaiy enough ; 

you 
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pray all the way for the fall of your play. And, 
do you hear, if you find the audience too in-- 
dolgent, iriclia'd to be juilky, rather than fail, 
fquecze in a little acid yourfelf, Oh, Mr*. 
Bever, at your return, let me ^ fee you, before 
you go to my uncle; that is, if you have the 
good look to he damn'd. 
'•'* ' SEVER. 

You nejgd not doubt that. f £x/V. , 



} ' ' 



Enter Sir ThomAs Lofty* 

Sir T H p M A S. 

5o, Juliet ; was not that Mr, Bever ? 
Yes, Sir. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

He is rather tardy ; by this tiin^ his caijtfc 
js come on. And how is the young gentlem^il 
iaffedted ? for this is a trying occafion. ' 

• ' JU LIET. ^ ^^ 

He feems pretty certain^ Sir. 

Sir ^ H O M A S. 
Indeed I thirik he has very little realbn fo 
ftar: I cohfefs I admire the piece; and feel a 
much for it?s fate as if the work was my owii 

' ' jtJLIET. '• 

That I moft fincerely believe. I wonder, 
^ir, you did not chbofe to be prefent. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Petter not. My afflftions are ftrong, juljet, 
«tnd nly ntrves but tenderly ftrungj however, 
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intelligent people are planted, who will bring 
;nie every adl a faithful account of the proccfs. 

JULIET. 

That will answer your purpofe as well. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Indeed, I am paffionately fond of the arts, anjl 
therefore can't help — did notfomebody knock ? 
no. My good girl, will you ftep, and take^are 
that when any body comes the fervants may 
i^ot be out qf the way. [Exit Juliet.] Five and 
thirty mijautcs paft fix ; by this time the firft 
adt m\ift be over : John will be prefently here. 
I think it can't fail ; yet there is jfo much w^im 
and caprice in the publiip opinion, that — This 
young man is unknown ; they'll give hio) no 
credit. I had better have own'd it myfelf: R,e- 
putation goes a great way in thefe matters : 
people are afraid to find fault ^ they afe cautious 
in cenfuring the works of a man who — hufhl 
that's he : no; 'tis only the fhutters. After 
all, I thinlf } have chofe. the beft way .: for, if 
it fucceeds to the degree I expeft, it will be 
eafy to circulate the real name of the author ; 
if it falls, I am concealed , my fame fufFers 
no — There he is. [Loud knocking.] I can't 
conceive what kept him fo long. [Enter John.] 
So, John; well ^ and — but you have bc;en a 
monftrous while. 

JOHN. 

Sir, I was wedged fo clofe jn the pit that I 

^ould fcarcciy get out. 
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Sir THOMAS. 

The houfe was full then ? 

JOHN 

As an egg, Sir. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

That's right. Well John, and did mat- 
ters go fwimmingly ? hey ? 

JOHN. 

Exceedingly well. Sir. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Exceedingly well. I don't doubt it. What, 
yaft clapping and roars of applaufe, I fupppfc. 

' JOHN. 

Very well, Sir. 

Sir THOMAS. • 

Very well. Sir ! You are damii'd coftive, I 
think. But did not the pit and boxes thun- 
der again ? ■ • ^ , 

JOHN. 

I can't fay there was over-much thunder. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

No! Oh, attentive, I reckon. Ay, attention I 
that is the true, folid, fubftantial applaufe. All 
elfe may be purchafed; hands move as they 
are bid : but when the audience is huflbed ftill, 
afraid of lofing a word, then- — 

JOHN. 

Yes, they were very quiet indeed, Sir, 

Sir THOMAS. 

I like them the better, John ; a ftrong mark 
pi their great fenfibility. Did you fee Robin ? 

JOHM 
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JOHN. 

Yes, Sir ; heMl be here in a trice ; I left him 
lift'ning at the back of the boxes, and charg'd 
him to make all the hafte home that he could 

Sir TftOMAS. 

That's right, John 5 very well ; your account 
pkafes me much, honeft John. [Exit John.] 
No, I did not expe<St the firft ad: would produce 
any prodigious efFed. * And, ^fter all, the firft 
ad: is but a mere introdudion ; juft opens the 
bufinefs, the plot, and gives a little infight into 
the charaders : fo that if you but engage and 
intereft thd houfe, it is as much as the beft 
writer can flatt — \knocking without] Gadfol 
what, Robin already ! why the fellow has the 
feet of a Mercury. \Enter Robin.] Well, 
Robin, and what news do you bring ? 

ROBIN. 

Sir, I, I, I, 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Stop, Robin, and recover your breaith. Now, 
Robin. 

ROBIN. 

There has been a woundy uproar below. 

Sir THOMAS. 

An uproar I what, at the play houfe ? 

ROBIN. 

Ay. 

. , Sir THOMAS. 

At what ? 

ROBIN. 

I don't' know : btlike at the words the play- 
folk were talking. 

E 3 Sir 



7^ T H E P A T R G tr.. 

Sir THOMAS. 

At the players ! how can that be ? Gh, noV^ 
i begin to conceive. Poor fellow, he knows but 
little of play«. What, Robin, I fuppofe^ hal- 
lowing, and clapping, and knocking of fticksK 

** ' ROB IN. 

Hallowing! ay, and hooting too*- 

Sir THOMAS* 

And hooting 1 

ROBIN. 

Ay, and hiffing to boot. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Hiffing! you muft be miftaken. 

R o B IN. 

By the mafs, but I am not. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Ibipoflfibler Oh, moft likely fome drunken;^ 
diforderly^ fellows, that were difturbing the 
houfe and interrujpting the play; top common 
a cafe i the people were right: theydeferv'd a re- 
buke. Did not you hear them cry Out, out, out ? 

ROBIN. 

Noaj that was not the cry; 'twas Off, off, off ! 

Sir THOMAS. 

That was a whimfical noife. Zounds ! that 
muft he the players. Did you obferve nothing 

clfe? 

ROBIN. 

Belike the quarrel firft began between the 
gentry and a black-a-moor man. 

Sir THOMAS. 

With Friday ! The public tafte is deteuch- 

ed 
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RUST. 

Sir Thomas, your ferviant. Cotnc, Gentle- 
liien. By all this confufion in Sir Thomas, there 
muft be fomething more in the wind than I 
know 5 but I will watch, I am refolv'd. 

[Exeurie. 

B EV;ER, 'vjithouu 

Rafcals, ftand by ! I muft, I will fee him^ 

Mnter BpvER, 

So, Sir 5 this is delicate treatmenjt, after all 
I have fufFer'd. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Mr. Bever, I hope you don't— that is— 

BE VER. 

Well, Sir Thomas Lofty, what think 3K)ti now 
of yourRobinfonCrufoe? a pretty performance! 

. . Sir THOMAS. 

Think, Mr. Bever I I think the public arc 
blockheads ; a taftelefs, ftupid, ignorant tribe ; 
and'a naari of genius deferves to be damn'd who 
writes any thing for them. But courage, dear 
Dick! the principals will give you what the 
people refufe ; the clofet will do you that juf- 
tice the (tage has deny'd : print your play. 

B fi V E R. 

My playl zounds. Sir, *tis yoiir own. 

Sir T H O MA 5. 

Speak lower, dear Dipk ; be moderate, my 
good, dear lad ! 

BEVER. 

Oh, Sir Thomas, you may be eafy enough ; 

you 
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for there were four or five of your friends clofc 
at my heels. 

. Sir T H O M A S. 

Staytape, Juliet, run and ftop them ; fay I 
atti gone out ;' I am fick 5 I am engaged : but, 
whatever -you do, be fure you don't let BcVer 
come in. "SecwcMDf the vidory, 1 invited them 
to the cbi^jbr-- • 

STAYTAPE. ^ 

Sir, they are herei 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Confound— 

E?it€r Puff, Dactyl, and Rust. 

RUST. 

Ay, truly, Mr. Puff, this is but a bitter be- 
ginning ; then the young man muft turn him- 
felf to fomc Other trade. 

PUFF. 

Servant, Sir Thomas ; I fuppofe you l:iave 
heard the news of-~ 

Sir THOMAS. 

Yes, yes ; I have been told it before. 

DACTYL. 

I confefs I did not fufpedt it j but there is no 
knowing vvhateffcca thefe things will have, till 
they come on the ftage. 

RUST, 
For my part, I don't know much of thefe 
rrattcrs; but a couple of gentlemen near me, 
who fetm'd fugacious enough too, declared that 
it was the vileft fluff they ever had heard, and 
wonder'd the players would a£t it. 

Yes J 
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DACTYL. 

, Yes 5 I don't remember to have fcen a more 
general diflike. 

PUFF. 

I was thinking to alk you. Sir Thomas, for 
your intcrcft with Mr. Bever about buying the 
copy : but now no mortal would read it. Lord, 
Sir, it would not pay for paper and printing. 

R U s T. 
I remember Kcnnet, in his Roman Antiqui- 
ties, mentions a play of Terence's, Mr. Dac- 
tyl, that was terribly treated ; but that heat- 
tributes to the people's fondnefs for certain 
funambuli, or rope-dancers ; but I have not 
lately heard of any famous tumblers ,in town : 
Sir Thomas, have you ? 

Sir T H O M A S. 

How fliould I ; do you luppbfe I trouble my 
head about tumblers ? 

ft 

RUST. 

Nay, I did not — 

BEVER, fpealikg' ivithout. 

Not to be fpoke with! Don't tell me. Sir; 
he muft, he fliall. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Mr. Bever's voice. If he is admitted in his 
prefent. difpofition, the whole fecret will cer- 
tainly out. Gentlemen, fpme affairs of a moft 
intercfting nature makes it impoflible for me to 
have the honour of your company to-night ; 

therefore I beg you would be fogood as to— - 

R u s r. 
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RUST. 

iliFairs ! no bad news ? I hope Mifs Jitleis well/ 

^ Sir T H O M A S, 

Very well ; but I am moft exceedingly— 

, RUST. ^ 

I (hall only jufl ftay to fee Mr. Bfcver. Poor 
lad 1 he will be mod: horribly down in the 
mouth : a little comfort won't cpiUe amifs. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Mr. Bever, Sir! you won't fee him herel 

RUST. 

Not here ! why I thought I he^rc} his voiiCjor 
biit juft now* 

Sir THOMAS,, 

You arc miftafe:en Mr. Rufl: ; but--^ 

R us T. 

♦ 

May be fo; then we will go. Sir Thomas^ 
my compliments of condolance, if ypu pleafe/ 
to the poet. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Ay, ay. 

DACTYL. 

And mine ; for I fuppofc we fha'n't fee hihi' 
foot). 

PUFF. 

Poor gentleman ! I warrant he won't fhew 
his head for thefe fix months. 

m 

RUST. 

Ay, ay : indeed I am very forry for hiiji; fo' 
^U him^ Sir. 

DACTYL and PUFF, 

So iarc we* 

R JJ s T-. 



V 
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RUST. 

Sir Thomas, your ferviant. Cotnc, Gentle- 
ftien. By all this confufion in Sir Thomas, there 
muft be fomething more in the wind than I 
know ; but I will watch, I am refolv*d. 

B E V^ER, without. 

Rafcals, ftand by ! I muft, I will fee him^ 

Enter BpvER, 

So, Sir 5 this is delicate treatmeat, after all 
J have fufFer'd, 

Sir THOMAS. 

Mr. Bever, I hope you don't— that is— 

BE VER. 

Well, Sir Thomas Lofty, what think yoti now 
of yourRobinfonCrufoe? a pretty performance! 

. . Sir THOMAS. 

Think, Mr. Bever I I think the public arc 
blockheads ; a taftelefs, ftupid, ignorjant tribe ; 
and'a naah of genius deferves to be damn'd who 
writes any thing for them. But courage, dear 
Dick ! the principals will give you what the 
people refufe -, the clofet will do you that juf- 
tice the (tage has deny*d : print your play. 

B fi V E R. 

My play 1 zounds. Sir, 'tis yoiir own. 

Sir T H O MA 5. 

Speak lower, dear Dipk ; be moderate, my 
good, dear lad ! 

BEVER. 

Oh, Sir Thomas, you may be eafy enough ; 

you 
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you are fafe and fccure, remov'd far from thai 
precipice that ha^ dafhcd me to pieces. 

sir THOMAS. 

Dear Dick, don't believe it will hurt you. 
The critics, the real judges, will difcover in 
that piece fuch excellent talents — 

BE VE R. 

No, Sir Thomas, no. I fliall neither flat- 
ter you nor myfelf ; 1 have acquired a right to 
fpeak what I think. Your play. Sir, is a 
v/retched performance ; and in this opinion all 
mankind are united. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

May be not. 

BEVER. 

If your piece had been greatly received, I 
would have declared Sir Thomas Lofty the au- 
thor; if coldly, I would have owned it my- 
Iclf: but fuch difgraceful, fuch contemptible 
treatment ! I own the burthen is too heavv for 
me ; fo. Sir, you muft bear it yourfelf. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Me, dear Dick ! what to become ridicu- 
lous in the decline of my life 5 to deftroy in one 
hour the fame that forty years has been build- 
ing! that was the prop, the fupport of my 
age ! Can you be cruel enough to defire it? 

BEVER. 

Zounds ! Sir, and why muft I be your crutch ? 
Would you have mc become a voluntary vidtim; 
No, Sir, this caufe does not merit a martyrdom 
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Sir THOMAS. 

I own myfelf greatly obliged ; but pcrfevere, 
dear Dick, perfeverc ; you have time to reco- 
ver your fame : I beg it with tears in my 
jcyes. Another play will — 

BEVER. 

No, Sir Thomras ; I have done with the 
ftage : the Mufes and I meet no more. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Nay, there are various roads open in life. 

BEVER. 

Not one, where your piece won't purfue me. 
If I go to the bar, the ghoft of this curs'd comedy 
will follow, and hunt me in Weftminftcr-hall : 
nay, when I die, it will ftiek to my memory, 
and I (hall be handed down to pofterity with 
the author of Love in a Hollow Tree. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Then marry : you are a pretty fmart figure; 
and your poetical talents — 

BEVER. * 

And what fair would admit of my fuit, of 
family wi{h to receive me ? Make the cafe 
your own. Sir Thomas ; would you ? 

Sir T H O M A S. 

With infinite pleafurc. 

BE V E R. 

Then give me your niece ; her hand (hall 
feal up my lips. 

Sir THOMAS. 

What, Juliet ? willingly. But are you fe- 

rious, do you really admire the girl ? 

' BEVER. 
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B E V E R. 

Beyond what words can exprefs. It was by 
Jier advice I confented to father your play. 

Sir THOMAS. 

What, is Juliet apprized ? Here, Robin, Joho^ 
run and call my niece hither this moment. That 
giddy baggage will blab all in an infiant. 

BEYER. 

You are nu%ken ; (he is wifer than you are 
av^are of. 

Enter Juliet. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Oh^ Juliet ! you know what has happen*d^ 

JULIET. 

I do^ Sir. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Have you reveal'd this unfortunate fecret 

JULIET. 

To no mortal, Sir Thomas. 

Sir THOMAS. 

'Come, give me your hand. Mr. Bever, 
child, for my fake, has renounced the ftage^ 
and the whole republic of letters 5 in return^ 
I owe him your hand. 

JULIET. 

My hand ! what to a poet hooted, hifled^ 
and exploded ! You muil pardon me. Sir. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Juliet, a trifle : the mod they can fay of him 
is, that he is a little wanting in wit ; and he 
has fo many brother writers to keep him in 

couo:* 
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XX)un^cn^nce, that now-^-days Uiat is pojre- 

^edion at all* 

jULipT. 

Then^ Sir, yQur engagement to Mr. Ruft. 

Sir THOMAS. ' ' ' \ 

I have found out the rafcal : he has beeii 
jnore iippertiAf n^ly feycre oo my play, thaa 
all the reft put together; fo that I am de- 
termined lie (hall be none of the nnn. 

^nter R y s t. 

RUST. 

* I 

Are yoif fo. Sir ? what, then I am to be 
facrific'd, in order tp preferve the fccret that 
you are a blockhead. Bi^t ypu are out ia 
your politics ; before pight it fliall be knowi^ 
in all the cofFce-houfes in town. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

For Peaycn's f^ke, ]VIr. Rufjt 1 

RUST. 

And to-morrow I will paragraj)h you in 
every news-paper ^ you fliall no longer im- 
pofe on the world ; I will unmaik you ; the 
lion's fkin fliall hide you no longer. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Juliet ! Mr. Bever ! what can I do ? 

BEVER. 

^ir Thomas, let me manage this matter., 
ttarkee, old gentleman, a word in your ear • 
you remember what you have in your pocket? 

' \ ' rust/ 

J^Iey! howl what? 

B E- 
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BEVER. 

The curiofity that has coll you fo much 

pains. 

RUST. 

Wh^t, my iEneas ! my precious rclifik of 
Troy ! 

BEVER. 

You muft give up that, or the Jady. 

JULIET. 

How, Mr. Bcver ! 

BEVER. 

Never fear ; I am fure of my man. 

RUST. 

Let me confider — As to the girl, girls arc 
plenty enough ; I can marry whenever I will : 
but my paper^ my phenix, that fprings frefti 
from the flames, that can never be matched,— 
Take her. 

BEVER. 

And, as you love your own fecret, be care- 
ful of ours. 

RUST. 

I am dumb. 

Sir T H O M A S. 

Now, Juliet. 

JULIET. 

You join me, bir, to an unfortunate bard, 
but, to procure your peace-— 

Sir T H O M A S. 

You oblige me for ever. Now the fecret 
dies with us four. My fault* I owe him much : 

Be ic your care to (hew it ; 
And blcfs the man, tho' 1 have damn*d the poet^ 

FINIS. 
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PROLOGUE^ 

Spoken by Mr. F O QT E, 

At the Theatre-Royal in D u b L i H, 
On the 19th of November, 1773^ 

UP WARDS of twenty years are fled and waftdl 
Since in this foot your favour firft I tailed. 

tJrg'd by your fmiies thro* various realms to roam^ 
The Mufe now brings her motley cargo home ( 
For frugal Nature, with an equal hand, 
Bcftows peculiar gifts to every land. 
To France (he gave her rapid repartee, ^j 

Cows, zni ions mots^ fibs, fafhions, flattery, r 

Shrugs, grins, grimace, and fportive gaiety : 
Arm'd with the whole artillery of love, 
l.atium*s foft fons poflefs the powers to move: 
Humour, the foremoft of the feftivecrew. 
Source of the comic fcene, (he gave to you ; 
Humour, with arched brow, and leering eye. 
Shrewd, folemn, fneering, fubtle, flow and fly j 
Serious herfelf, yet laughter {till provoking. 
By teafing, tickling, jeering, gibing, joking: 
Impartial gift, that owns nor rank nor birth J 
*Tis theirs who rule the realm, or till the carthr^ 
Theirs who in fenates wage the wordy war. 
And theirs whofe humble lot cpnduds the oar : 
If aught derivM from her adorns my ftrain. 
You gave, at lead difcover'd firft, the vein. 
Should wide experience, or maturing age. 
Have brought or mirth or morstf to the ft age. 

To 
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Td you, <bc patrons of the wiSder fctog. 
The chafter notes in jufticc muft beioqg : 
But {hould ittfifntrties ^ith time cOftfpire> 
My force to weaken or abate my fire, 
Lefs entertainment may arife to you. 
But to myfelf lefs clanger will enfue. 
If age contra£^s my mufcles, (brills my tonc» 
No man will claim thofe foibles as his own i 
Nor, if I halt or hobble thro^ the fcene,. 
Malice point out what citizen I mean : 
No foe I fear more than a legal fury, 
Unlefs I gain this circle for my jury. 
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ACT I. 



A Chamber* 



Znter Lady Oldham and Sir John Oldhami, 

Lady Oldham. 

O T a fy liable more will Lhear ! . 
Sir John. Nay, but, my d^ar—- 




L.Old. I am amazed. Sir John, 
'. at your meannefs ! or that you could 
fubmit to give his paltry propofals fo much as a 
reading ! 

Sir John. Nay, my dear, what would you have, 
had me done ? 

L^Qld. Done? returned them with. thje cpn- 
tempt they deferved. But, come, unfold ! I am 
calm : Reveal the pretty project your precious 
head haspr,Q<Juc<?d. 

B Sir 
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Sir John. Nay, my dear, as to that, my head 
produced 

L. Old. Nay, I don't wonder that fliame has 
tied up your tongue ! But, conie j I will fpare 
the confufion, and tell you what you would fay. 
Here, Lady Oldham, Sir Matthew Mite has 
juft fent me a letter, modeftly defiring that, in 
return for the ruin he has brought on me and 
my houfe> I would be fo kind as to beftow upon 
him my darling daughter, [ the ftopes of fny — ■ 
And is it pbflible you can be mean enough to 
think of fuch an aUi'ancc? Will you^ Sir John^ 
oblige me with an anfwer to a few fhort queftions ? 

4y/r7^l^». Without doubt* • « ' -. ■- 

L. Old. I fuppofe you confidcr yourfclf as 
fprung from a family at leaft as ancient as any 
in the county you live in ? . ' 

Sir John. That I fancy will h6t be denied. 

L. Old. Nor was it, I fancy, •^^ifhon&urcd by 
an alliance with mine? ■ • - 

Sir John. My Lady, the very reverfe. 

L. Old. You fucceeded. Sir, to a patrimony^ 
which though tlie liberal and hofpitable fpirit of 
your predeceflbrs would not fufFcr to encreafe^ 
yet their prudence took care Ihould never be 
diminiftied ? 

Sir John. True. 

L. Old. From the public and private viftues of 

your 
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your aiKcftors, the inhabitants of the neighbour- 
ing borough thought their beft and dearcft inr 
terefts in no hands fo fecure a$ in theirs ? 
. Sir John. Right. 

L. Old. Nor. till lately were tfeey fo tainted by 
the fafliion of the times, as to adopt the egregious 
^bfurdity. That to be faithfully ferved and pro- 
te6ted above, , it was neceffary to be largely 
bribed and corrupted below ? 

Sir John. Why, I can't fay, except now and 
^hen a bit 0$ venilbn, or an annual dinner, they 
have ever put me to any great-r-^ — ^ 

L. Old. Indulge me yet a moment. Sir John ! 
Jn this happy. fituation, did the.laft year chear- 
fully clofc ; our condition, , though not opulent, 
affluent, and you happy in the quiet poffclfioi} 
of your family honours. 

Sir John. There is no gainfaying of that. 

L. Old. Now, look ^% the difmal, Ihocking 
^evepfe ! - 

Sir John. There is but too much reafon in what 
your ladyfliip fays. 

L. Old. And confider, at the Tame time, to 
whom.you ans obliged.* 

SirJobHf W^Yj what .could , wc do? your 
ladyihip knows there was nobody more againft 
^y giving up than yoijrfelf, 

L. Old. Let me prQceed* At this crifis, 

B ) preceded 
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preceded by all the pomp of Afia, Sir Mattheyir 
Mite, from the Indies, came thundering amOngfb 
us ; and, profufcly fcattering the fpoils of ruined 
provinces, corrupted the virtue and alicuated the 
^ffedtiohs of all the old friends to thi family.. 

Sir John. ' That is nothing but truth. 

Z*. Old. Compelled by the fame means to 
defend thofc that were employed in attacking 
your intereft, you have been lobtiged * deeply to 
fcncumber your fortune; his fuperior addrefs has 
procured a return ; and probably your petition 
will complete the ruin his oppofition began. 

Sir John. Let us hope all for the beft. 

L. Old. And who can tell, but yoti ma^ be 
foon forced t6 part with your patrimony, to the 
very infplent worthlefs individual, who has been 
the author of your diftrefs ? 

Sir John. I would fooner perifh, my Lady ! 

L. Old. Parallel inftanccs may be produced ; 
nor is it at all unlikely, but Sir Matthew, 
taking a liking to your family rhahfion, has 
purfued this very method to compel you to 
fell it. 

Sir John. It is, my dea% to avoid this neceflity 
that 1 V ifti you to give his letter a reading. 

L. Old. Is it pcffi'ble, not to mention the mean^ 
nefs, that you can be weak enough to expeft any 
real fervice from that infamous quarter ? 

Sir 
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Sir John, Who can tell, my love,, but a con- 
icioLnneis of^tlie rtiifchief he has done us, may 
have roufed fame feelings that ■ * 
. ■ L. Old. His feelings ! will he liften to a pri- 
vate complaint, who has been deaf to the cries 
of a people ? or drop a tear for particular diC- 
trefs, who owes his rife to the ruin of thoufa:nds ? 

Sir John. Well, Lady Oldham, I find all that 
I fey fignifies nothing. — But here comes brother 
Thomas ; two heads are better than one j let us 
take his opinion, my love, 

L. Old. What need of any opinion ? the cafe 
is too clear ; nor indeed, if there had been a 
neceffity for confulting another, fhould I have 
thought your brother the propcreft man to ad-r 
vife with on theoccafion. ' 

Sir John. And why not ? there is not a merr 
chant whole judgment would t^c Iboner taken. 

L. Old. Perhaps not, on the value of mer- 
chandize, or the goodnefs of a Bill of Exchange : 
But there is a nicety, a delicacy, an elevation of 
fentiment, in this cafe, wMch people who have 
naiiTowed their notions with commerce, and con- 
fidcrcd during the courfe of their lives their inr 
tercft alone^ will fcarce comprehend. 

Enter Mr. Thomas Oldham. 

Thomas. So, fifter ! what ! upon your olc^ 

tppic, I find ? 

L. Old. 
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L. 0/i. Sir! 

T'aomas. Some pretty comparifons, I fuppofe, 
not much to the honour of trade, 

i. Old. Nay, brother, you know I have always 
allowed merchants to be a ufcful body of men ; 
and confidered commerce, in this country, as a 
pretty refource enough for the younger fhoots of 
a family, 

Thomas. Exceedingly condcfcending, indeed ! 
And yet, fifter, I could produce you fomc in- 
ftances where the younger Ihoots have flou- 
riflaed and throve, when the reverend trunk ha$ 
decayed. 

L. Old. Perhaps, brother Thomas 

Thomas. Nay, nay, don't let us revive our 
antient difputes ! — You leem warm ; no mifun- 
derftanding, I hope ? 

Sir John, No, no ; none, in the leaft : You 
know, my lady's temper's apt to be lively now 
and then. 

Tbcmas. Nay, fifter — But, come! what ha$^ 
occafioned this migl y debate ? 

Sir John. You know, brother, how affair^ 
ftand between Sir Matthew and uSt 

Thomas. Well! 

Sir John. He has fcnt us here a kind of 4 
compromifc; I don't know well what to call 
it i a fort of a treaty. 

Thomas. 
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Thomas. That in youf hand ? 

Sir John. Yes ; and I can't prevail on my 
lady to give it a reading. 

Thomas. And why not ? 

L. Old. To what end ? 

Thomas. A very natural one ; in order to know 
the contents. 

L. Old. Of what importance can they be to 
lis? 

Thomas. That the letter will tell you. But 
furely. Lady Oldham, you are rather too nice. 
Give it me! 

Sir Johm Is it your ladyfhip'i pleafure ? 

Thomas. Plha ! here's a rout, indeed ! — One 

would be apt to fufpedl that the packet was 

peftilcntiali and came from the Archipelago^ 

inftead of the Indies. Now let us fee what this 

forniidable memorial contains ! [opens the letter i 

*' To Sir John Oldham. Sir Matthew Mite hav- 

^' ing lately feen, at Lady Levant's rout, the 

" eldeft Mifs Oldham, and being ftruck with 

^* her peribnal charms, propofes to her father 

*^ the following treaty." 

Li Oldi A very monarchical addrefs ! 

Thamas.'^^ Imprimis \ Upon a matrimonial 

** union between the young lady and him, all 

" hoftilities^nd contention Ihall eeafe, and Sir 

•' John be buffered 10 take his feat in fccurity.'* 

L. Old. 
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L. Old. That he will do, without an obliga- 
tion to him. 

Thomas. Are you, filler, certain of that ? 

Z. Old. You don't harbour the leaft doubt of 
our merits ? 

Thomasi But do they always prevail ? 

L. Old. There is now, brother Thomas, no 
danger to dread j tl^e reftraint the popular part 
of government has in this inftance laid on itfelf, 
at the fame ti»ne that it does honour to them, 
diftributes cq^ual juftice to all. 

Thomas. And are you aware what the expence 
will be to obtain it ? — But, pray, let me pro- 
ceed ! — " Secondly, as Sir Matthew is bent ijpon 
." a large territorial acquifition in England, and 
*' Sir John Oldham's finances are at preient a lit- 
•' tie out of repair. Sir Matthew Mite will make 
*' up the money already advanced in another 
" name, by way of future mortgage upon his 
" eftate, for the entire purchafe^ five lacks of 
*^ roupees." 

L. Old. Now, Sir John ! was I right in my 
guefs ? 

Sir John. Your ladyfhip i^ never out.— But, 
brother Thomas, thcfe fame lacks — to what may 
they amount ? 

Thomas. Sixty thoufa.nd, at leaft. 

Sir John, No inconfiderable offer, my lady. 

L. Old. 
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L. Old. Contemptible ! But jpray. Sir, proceed. 

Thomas. " Or if it fhould be more agreeabk 
*^ to the parties. Sir Matthew will fettle upon 
*' Sir John and his Lady, for their joint lives, 
" ajagghire.'* 

Sir John. A jagghire ? 

Thomas. The term is Indian, and means an 
annual income. 

L. Old. What ftrange jargon he deals in ! 

Thomas. His ftile is a little Oriental, I muft 
own 5 but moft exceedingly clear. 

L. Old. Yes, to Coffim Ali-Khan, or Mier 
JafFeir. I hope you are near the conclufion. 

Thomas. But two articles more, [reads] " And 

that the principals may have no cares' for the 

younger parts of their family. Sir Matthew 

will, at his own expence, tranfport the two 
*' young ladies, Mifs Oldham's two filters, to 
" Madrafs or Calcutta, and there procure them 
" fuitable hufbands." 

L. Old. Madrafs, or Calcutta ! 

Thomas. Your patience, dear fifter ! — ^^ And 
" as for the three boys, they fhall be either made 
*' fupercargoes, (hips* hufbands, or go out cadets 
" and writers in the Company's fervice/* 

L. Old. Why, he treats my children like a 
parcel of convifts : Is this their method of fup- 
plyirig their fettlements ? 

C Thomas. 
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• ^omas. This, with now and then a little kid- 
napping, dear fifter.— Well, nradam, you have 
now the means of getting rid of all your offspring 
at once : Did not I tell you the paper was worth 
your perufal ? You will reply to his^wifh ; you 
can have no doubts, I fuppofe. 

L. Old. Not the leaft, as I will Ihew you. 
\Xears the Tetter J\ And, if Sir John has the leaft 
' fpirit or pride^ he will treat the infolent principal 
as I do hiS propofals. 

^bomaj. But that method^ as things (land, may 
not be altogether fo fafe. I -am forry you lyere fo 
hafty in deftroying the letter : If 1 remember 
rightly, there is mention made of advancing money 
in another man*s name. 

L. Old. We have been compelled to borrow, 
1 own ; but I had no conce|)tion that he was the 
lender. 

Thomas. That*s done by a common contrivance; 
not a country lawyer but knows the doftrine of 
transfer. — How much was the fum ? 

Sir John. Ten thoufand pounds. 

Thomas. And what. Sir John, were the terms ? 

Sir John. As I could give no real fecurity, my 

cftate being fettled till my fon John comes of age, 

I found fnyfelf obliged to comply with all that 

was afked. 

Thomas. A judgment, no doubt. 

Sir 
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Sir John. They divided the fum, and I gave 
them a couple. . 

Thomas. Which will afFed not only your per* 
fon» but perfonal property i fo they are both in 
his power. 

Sir John. Too true, I am afraid ! 

Thomas. And you may be fent to a gaol, and 
your family turned into the ftreets, whenever he 
pleafes. 

L. Old. How ! Heaven forbid ! 

Thomas. Not the leaft doubt can be made.— - 
This IS an artful projcft : No wonder that fo 
much contrivance and cunning has been an over- 
match for a plain Englifli gentleman, or an inno- 
cent Indian. And what is now to be done ? 
Does your daughter Sophy know of this letter? 

L. Old. Sir John ? 

Sir John. It reached my hands not ten minutes 
ago. 

Thomas. I had fome reafon to think, that, 
had you complied, you would not hav^ found 
her very eager to fecond your wifhes. 

L. Old. I don't know that, brother : Young 
girls'areeafily caught with titles and fplendor'; 
magnificence has a kind of magick for them. 

Thomas. 1 have a better opinion of Sophy. 
You know. Lady Oldham, I have^often hinted, 
that my boy was fond of his coufin \ and pofiibly 

C 2 my 
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my niece not totally avcHe to his wifli ; but you 
have always ftopp*d me ihort, under a nodoo 
diat the children were too nearly allied. 

L. Old. Why, brother, don't you thin k 

Jljcmas. But that, fifter, was not the right 
reafon ; you could have eafily digcftcd the comfins^ 
but the cinnpting'boufc ftuck in his way : Your 
favourite maxim has been, that citizens arc a 
diftinft race, a fort of creatures that ihould mix 
with each other. 

L. Old. Bleis me, brother, you can*t copcctvc 
that I 

^omas. Nay, no apology, good Lady Oldham ! 
perhaps you have a higher alliance in view; and 
let us now confider what is to be done. Tou are 
totally averfc to this treaty ? 

L. Old. Can that be a queftion ? 

Thomas. Some little management is neceflary, 
as to the mode of rejection : As matters now 
ftand, it would not be prudent to exafpcratc Sir 
Matthew. 

L. Old. Let Sir John difcharge the debt due 
to him at once. 

Thomas. But where ftiall we get materials ? 

L. Old. Can that be a difficult talk ? 

"Thomas. Exceedingly fo, as I apprehend : But 
few can be fiound to advance fo large a fum on 
fuch flcnder fecurity -, nor is it to be expefted, 

indeed. 
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indeed, unlcfs from a friend to relieve, or a foe 
to ruin. 

L. Old. Is it poflible Sir Matthew can have 
afted from fo infernal a motive, to have advanced 
the money with a view of diftreffing us deeper ? 

Thomas. Sir Matthew is a profound politi- 
cian, and will not ftick at trifles to carry his 
point. 

L. Old. With the wealth of the Eaft, we have 
too imported the worll of its vices. What a 
horrid crew ! 

Thomas. Hold, fifter ! don't gratify your re- 
fentment at the expence of youp juftice ; a gene- 
ral conclufion from a fingle inllance is but in« 
different logick. 

L. Old. Why, is not this Sir Matthew — s— 

Thomas. Perhaps as bad a fubjeft as your 
paiTion can paint him : But there are men from 
the Indies, and many too, with whom I have 
the honour to live, who difpenfe nobly and with 
hofpitality here, what they have acquired with 
iionour and credit elfewhere j and, at the fame 
time they have increafed the dominions and 
wealth, have added virtues too to their country. 

L, Old. Perhaps fo : But what is to be done ? 
Suppofe I was to wait on Sir Matthew myfelf. 

Thomas. If your ladyftiip is fecure of com- 
manding your temper. 

Sir 
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Sir John. Mercy on us, brother Thomas, there's 
no fuch thing as trufting to that ! 

L. Old. You arc always very obliging. Sir 
John ! if the embafly was to be executed by 
you 

Thcmas. Come, come, to end the difpute^ I 
will undertake the commifllon myfelf. 

L. Old. You will take care, brother, to make 
no conceilions that will derogate from i » 

Thomas. Your dignity, in my hands, will have 
nothing to fear. — But fhould not I fee my niece 
iirft ? file ought to be confulted> I think. 

Sir John. By all means. 

Thomas. For, if fhe approves of the knight,^ 
I don't fee any thing in the alliance (6 much to 
be dreaded. 

L. Old. I will fend Sophy to her uncle di- 
rcftly ; but I defire the girl may be left to hcr- 
fclf; no undue influence! [£xi/. 

Thomas. The caution was ncedlcfs. 

Sir John^ Why, really, now, brother, but 
that my lady's too warm, I don't fee any thing 
fo very unreafonable in this fame paper here that 
lies fcattered about. But, I forget, did he men- 
tion any thing of any fortune he was to have with 
the ^irl ? 

Thomas. Pho! a paltry confideration, below 
his concern. 

Sir 
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Sir John. My lady herfctf muft own there is 
fomething generous in that. • 

nomas. Will you ft ay and reprefent the Cafe 
to Sophy yourfelf ? 

Sir John. She is here ! 

Enter Sophy. 

Your uncle, child, has fomething to fay to you : 
You know he loves you, my dear, and will ad- 
vife you for the beft. [Exit. 

Thomas. Come hither, Sophy, my love ! don*t 
be alarmed. I fuppofe my lady has opened to 
you, that Sir Matthew has fent a ftrange kind 
of a romantic letter. 

Sophy. But (he did not feem, Siri, to fuppofe 
that it defcrved much attention. 

nomas. As matters now ftand, pcAaps more 
than (he /thinks. But come, my good girl, be 
explicit : Suppofe the affairs of your family 
(hould demand a compliance with this whimfical 
letter, fhould you have any reludtance to the 
union propofed ? 

Sophy. Me, Sir ? I never faw the gentleman 
but once in my life, 

nomas. And I don't think that would intcreft 
you much in his favour. 

Sophy. Sir! 

Thomas. 



i6 THE NABOB, 

Thomas. No prepoflcflion? no prior obje6b 
that has attradted your notice ? 

Sophy. I hope. Sir, my behaviour has not 
occafioned this quellion. 

^omas. Oh,. no, my. dear; it naturally took 
its rife from the fubjedt Has yourcoufin lately 
been here ? 

Sophy. Sir ! 

Thomas. Tom Oldham, my fon ? 

Sophy. We generally fee him, Sir, every day. 

Thomas. I am glad to hear that : I was afraid 
fome improper attachment had drawn him from 
the city fo often of late. 

Sophy. Improper ! I dare fay. Sir, you will have 
nothing of that kind to fear from my coufin. 

nomas. I hope not : And yet I have had my 
fufpicions, I own ; but not unlikely you can re- 
move *em : Children rarely make confidants of 
their fathers. 

Sophy. Sir! 

Thomas. Similarity of fentiments, nearnefs of 
blood, and the fame feafon of life, perhaps may 
have induced him to unbofom to you. 

Sophy. Do you fuppofe, Sir, that he would 
difcover to me, what he chofe to conceal from 
fo affedtionate a father ? 

Thomas. Nay, prithee, Sophy, don't be grave! 
What, do you imagine I Ihould think his pre- 

fernng 
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I 

ferring your car to mine, for a melting paflionatc 
tale, any violent breach of his duty ? 

Sophy. You arc merry. Sir* 

Thomas, And who knows but you might re- 
pay the communication with a fimilar ftory ? 
You blufti, Sophy. 

Sophy. You are really pleafed to be fo very 
particular, that I fcarce know what anfwer to 
make. 

Thomas. Come, my good niece, I will perplex 
you no longer : My fon has concealed nothing 
from mc ; and did the completion of your wifhes 
depend on my approbation alone, you would 
have but little to fear : But my lady's notions 
are fo very peculiar, you know, and all her prin-* 
ciples fo determined and fixed-— 

Sophy. The merits of my couiin, which (he 
herfelf is not flow to acknowledge, and time^ 
might, I fhould hope, foften my mother. 

Thomas. Why then, my dear niece, leave ic 
to time, in mod cafes the ableft phyfician. But 
let your partiality for Tom be a fecret ! — I muft 
now endeavour to learn when I can obtain an 
audience from Sir Matthew. 

Sophy. An audience from him ? 

Thomas. Yes, child j thefe new gentlemen, 
who from the caprice of Fortune, and a ftraiigc 

D cKain 
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chain of events, KaveacquiredimmddeVate wealthy' 
aiid rofe to uncontroled power abroad, find it 
difficult to defcend from their dignity, and ad- 
mit of any equal at home. Adieu, my dckr 
niece ! But keep up your fpirits ! I think I fore-' 
fee an event that will produce fome change ih 
our favour. [Exeunt. 

sir Matthew Mite's HatL 

Janus and Conjerve difcovered. 

ConJ. I own the place of a porter, if one carf 
bear the confinement- — And then. Sir Matthew, 
has the charafter of: — [low tap.] Ufc no cere- 
mony, Mr. Janu^ ; mind your door, I befeech 
you. 

Janus. No hurfy ! keep your feat, Mr. Con-^ 
ferve ; it's only the tap of a tradefman : I make 
thofe people ftay till they colleft in a body^ 
and fo let in eight or ten at a time ^ it favesr 
trouble. 

Co?i/. And how do they brook it ? 

Janus. Oh, wonderfully well, here v/ith u^. 
in my laft place, indeed, I thought myfclf 
bound to be civil ; for as all the poor dcvik 
could get was good words, it would have been 
hard to have been fparing of them. 

Con/. Very confidcrace ! 

Janui^ 
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Janus. But here we are rich ; and as the fel- 
lows don't wait for their money, it is but fair 
they (hould wait for admittance. 

CoYiJ. Or they would be apt. to forget their 
condition. 

Janus. True. 

ConJ. Upon the wjiole, then, you do not re.r 
gret leaving my lord ? 

Janus. No ; Lord Levee's place had its fweets, 
I confefs ; perquifites pretty enough : But what 
could I do ? they wanted to give me a rider. 

ConJ. A rider ? 

Janus. Yes; to ^juarter Mpnfieur Friflart, 
piy Lady's valet de chambre, upop me-, f9 
you know I could not but in honour refign, 

ConJ. Np 5 there w^§ no bearjng to be rid by 
Z Frenchman ; there was no ftaying in after that, 

Janus. It would have been quoted as a pre- 
cedent againft the whole corps, 

ConJ. Yes. Pox on 'pm! our mafl:er$ arc 
damned fond of en9rQachmenf3. Js your pre-? 
^cnt duty fevere ? 

Janu$. I drudge pretty much at the door; 
but that, you know, is mere bodily labour: 
But then, my mind is at eafe ; not objiged tp 
f ack my brain for invention^ 

Qonf. ^o ? 
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Jams. No 5 not near the lying here, as in my 

laft place. 

ConJ. I fuppofeTtot/ a$ your m after is btit 
newly in town \ but you muft expcdt that brandy 
to tncreafe. ' * 

Janus. When if does, I fhall infift the door 
be done by a deputy. \T!mo raps. 

Ccnf. Hark ! to your poft j 

Janur. No; fit ftill ! that is fomc aukwartl 
body out of the city ; one of our people from 
Leadenhall-Street; perhaps a direftor j I Iha'n't 
ilir for him. 

. ConJ. lM9t.foF a direftor I I thought he was 
'Uxe'cbniqianding officer, the Great Captain's 
captain. 

Janus. No, no ; quire the reverfe ; the tables 
are turned, Mr. Conferve : In acknowledgment 
for appointing us their fervants abroad,' we are 
fo obliging as to make them diredors at home. 

\^A loud rapping. 

CorJ, That rap will roufe you, I think. 

Janus, Let me take a peep at the wicket. Oh, 
ph ! is it you, with a pox to you ? How the 
deuce came your long legs to find the way hi^- 
ther? — I flaall be in no hafte to open for you*'' 

Conf. Who is it ? 

Janus. That eternal teizcr, Sir TiniOvliy Tail- 

bov. 
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boy. When once he gets footing, there i$ np 
fuch thing as keeping him oup. 

Cortf, What, you know him then ? 

Janus. Yes, rot him, I know him too well ! * 
he had like to have loft me the beft place I cvcf 
Jiad in my lif?. 

Con/. How fo ? 

Janus. Lord . Lofty had gi^en' orders' on no 
^ccoiint to adrtrrit hihn. The firft time, he got by 
me under a pretence of ftroking Keeper the 
houfe-dog ; the next, he nick*d me by dcfiring 
pnly juft leave to fcratch the poll of the parror^^ 
' Poll, Poll, Poll ! I thought the devil was in him 
if he deceived me a thiriJ ; but he did, notwith* 
^anding. 

Con/. Prithee, Janus, how ? 

Janus. By begging to fet his watch by Tompion^^ 
plock in the Hall ; I fmoaked his deHgn, and laid 
hold of him here : [^taking hold o/bis coat."] As 
f^re as you are alive, he made but one leap from 
the ftairs to the ftudy, and left the Ikirt of hi^ 
foat in ray hand ? 

Cotlf. You got rid of him then ? •; :"' 

Januf^ He made one attempt more; and, for . 
fear he (hould flip by mc, (foryou know he is 
as thin as a flice of beef at Marybonc-Gardens), 
\ flapped the door in his face, and told him, the 
^g was {pad, the parrot dead^ and the clock 

|l00(|j 
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ftood 5 and, thank Heaven, I have never fat eyct 
on him fmce. [Knock loudar^ 

Conf. But the door f 

Janus, Time enough.-^ You had no parcicolar 
commands, matter Confervc ? 

Conf. Only to let you know that Betfy Robins 
Jias a rout and fupper on Sunday next. 

Janiis. Conftant ftill, Mr. Conferve, I fee. I 
am afraid I can't come to cards ; but fhall be fure 
to attend the repaft, A nick-nack, I fuppoie ? 

ConJ. Yes, yes •, we all contribute, as ufu^ : 
The fubftantials from Alderman Sirloin's ; Lor^ 
Frippcry*s cook finds fricafees and ragouts j Sir 
Robert Bumper's butler is to fend in the wine j 
and I Ihall fupply the defert. , 

Janus. There are a brace of birds and a hare, 
that I cribbed this morning out of a balket of 
game. 

ConJ. They will be welcome. — [J^nock louder^l 
But the folks grow impatient ! 

Janus. They muft ftay till I come. — At the 
old place, I fuppofe ? 

ConJ. No ; I had like to have forgot ? Betfy 
grew fick of St. Paul's, fo I. have taken her a 
houfe amongft the new buildings ^ both the* air 
and the company is better^ 

Janus. Right. 
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Conf. To fay truth, the fuuation was difagrce- 
feble on many accounts. Do you know, though I 
took care few people (hould behave better at 
Chriftmas, that becaufe he thought her a citizen^ 
the houfckeeper of Drury-Lane Theatre, when 
his maftcr mounted, refufed her a (ide-box ? 

Janus. No wonder Mifs Betfy was bent upon 
moving. — What is the name of her ftreet ? 

CoHJ. Rebel-Row : It was built by a meflenger 
who made his market in the year forty-five. But . 
(hall Mifs Robins fend you a card ? 

Jamis. No, no ; I fhall eafily find out the 
place. [Knock J] Now let us fee ; who have we 
here? Gads my life, Mrs. Match'em! my 
mafter's amorous agent t It is as much as my 
place is worth to let her wait for a minute. 

[Opens the door. Exit Con/4 

Enter Mrs. Ma/ch'em^ fdme Trade/People, who 
how* low to Janus, and Thomas Oldham. 

Match. So, Sir ! this is pretty treatment, for 
a woman like me to dangle at your gate, fat- 
rounded by a parcel of tradefpeople ! 
Janus. I beg pardon •, bur, madam—— 
Match. Suppofe any of my ladies had chanced 
to drive by : In a pretty fituation they'd have 
fcen me ! I promife you I fhall make my com- 
plaints to Sii; Matthew* 

janus4 
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Janm. I was receiving fome particular coitH 
inands from my matter. 

Match. I fhall know that from him; Where 
is ht ? let him know I muft fee him direfUy ^ 
my hands are fo full I have hot a moment to 
fpare. 

Janus. At that door the groom of the cham- 
ber will take you in charge; I am fare you'll 
be admitted as foon as announced. 

Match. There is as much difficulty to get a 
fight of this fignior, as of a member when the. 
parliament's diflblved ! [Exit. 

Janus. Soh ! what, you have brought in your 
bills ? damned pundlual, no doubt I The ftew- 
ard's room is below. — And, do you bear ? when 
you arc paid, be fure to fneak away without fee* 
ing me. 

All 'Trade/. We hope you have a better opi- 

nion-r— 

Janus. Well, well, march ! [Exe. Tradefmen.^ 
So, friend ; what is your bufincfs, pray ? 

Thomas. I have a meflage to deliver to Sir 
Matthew. 

Janus. You have ? and pray what is the pur- 
port? 

Thomas. That's fdr his ear alone. 

Janus. You will find yourfdf miftaken in that, 

Thomas. How? 

Janus. 
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Janus. It muft make its way to his, by pafling 

« 

thro' mine. 

*Tbomas. Is that the rule of the houfe ? 

Janus. Ay ; and the belt way to avoid idle 
and impertinent pratlers. 

Thomas. And of that you are to judge ? 

Janus. Ot I fliould not be fit for my poft. 
38 ur, you are very importunate; who ^re you? 
I fuppofe a Jew broker, come to bring oiy 
matter the price of the ftocks ? 

Thomas. No, 

Jiinus. Or fome country coufin, perhaps ? 

Thomas. Nor that neither, 

Janus. Or a voter from our borough belpw ? 
we never admit them but againft an eledion, 

Thomas. Still wide of the mark. — [JfideJ^ 
There is but one way of managing here j I muft 
give the Cerberus a fop, J perceive. — Sir, I have 
really bufmefs with Sir Matthew^ of the utmoft 
importances and if you can obtain me an in* 
tervicw, I fball think myfclf extremely obliged, 

[Give^ money, 

Janus. As I fee. Sir, by your manner, that 
it is a matter of moment, we will try what can 
be done ; but you muft wait for his levee \ there 
is no feeing him yet, 

fkomas. No? 

Janus. He i$ too bufy at pref^pt ^ the waiter 

£ at 
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at Almack's has juft brought him home his 
macaroni drels for the hazard-tabk, and is in- 
ff rafting him to throw the dice with a grace. 

Thomas. Then where can I wait ? 
. Janus. If you will ftep into that room, I will 
take care to call you in time. [Exi$ Mr. OA/.] 
^-^Looking at the money. ^ A good fenfiWc fellow I 
At firft fight, how eafily one may be miftakcn 
in men! {ExiU 
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Crocus^ I thought your hpnour was fond of 
their fmelK 

Mite. Damn their fmell ! it is their colour I 
talk of. You know my complexion has bcca 
tinged by the Eaft, and you bring mp here a 
blaze af yellow, th^t gives nie the jaundice, 
JLook ! do you fee here, what a fine figure I cut ? 
You might as well have tied qic to a bundle of 
iuHrflowers ! 

Crocus. I beg pardon, your honour! 

Mit^. Pardon I there is no forgiving faults of 

.this kind. Juft fo you ferved Harry Hedtc ; 

you ftvick into his bofom a parcel of hyacinths, 

though the poor fellow's face is as pale as 4 

primrofe. 

Qr(^s. I did not know— - 

MiH. And there, at the opera^ the poor crea- 
ture fat in his fide-box, looking Hke one of the 
figures in the glafs-cafes in Weftminfter- Abbey 5 
dead and dreft ! 

Croctis. If gentlemen would but gjve direct- 
tipns, I would make it my ftudy %0 fuit'em, 

Aff/^, B^at that your curfed climate won't let 
you. Hav^ you any pinks or carnations \v^ 
bloom ? 

Qro4:as. They arc not in feafon, your honour^ 
Lillies of the valley . 

Mit^, I hijtp thp whql? tribe} "VVbat, you 

wanp 
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Aff/^. CouMn't you give me fome general 
tjulcs ? for theoj you know, I might praftife in 
private. 

IVaiier. By all means. Seven, Sir, is better 
nicked by a ftamp. 

Mite. So ? ' 

Waiter. Yes. When you want to throw fix 
artd four^ or two cinques, you muft take the 
long gallery, and whirl the dice to the end of 
the table. 

Mite. Thus? 

iVaitet. Pretty well, pkafe your honcrur. 
When your chance is low, as tray, ace, or twci 
deuces, the bed method is to dribble out the 
bones from the box. 

Mite. Will that do ? 

Waiter. Your honour comes rapidly ori. 

Mite. So that, perhaps, in a couple of months^ 
I fhall be able to tap, flirt, ftamp, dribble, and 
whirl, with any man in the club ? 

Waiter. As your honour has a genius, you 
tvill make a wonderful progrefs, no doubt : But 
thefe nice matters are not got in a moment ; there 
muft be parts, as well as pradtice* your honour. 

Mite. What ! parts for the performance of 
this ? 

Waiter. This ? Why, there's Sir Chriftopher 
Giumfey^ in the whole lofing his fortune^ (and 

I believq: 
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t bclkvc hi Was near a iwelvcitiontn about it) 
never once threw, paid, or received, with one 
atoof of gtacc. 

AUte. He muft have been a dull devil, indeed. 

iVaiter^ A nfiere dunce! got no credit by 
lofuig his monCy ( was ruined without the leaft 
reputation^ 

Mite. Perhaps fo. Well, but, Dick, as to 
the oaths and phrafes that are inofl ifi ufe at the 
clufo? 

Waiter. I havo brought them here in this pa- 
per t As fooa as your honour has got them by 
heaft, I will teach you when and in what man^ 
ner to ufe them. 

Mite, [after looking at the paper J] How Joag 
do you apprehend before I may be fit to appear 
at fte table ? 

Waiter. In a month or fix weeks. I would 
advife your honour to begin in the Newmarket 
week, when the few people left do little better 
than piddle. 

Mite. Right : So 1 (hall gain /Confidence againd 
the club*£ coming to town* 

Enter Scrvar!t. 

Serv. Mrs. Crocus, from Brompton, your 
honour.' . 
Mite. Has ihe brought me a bouquet ? 

Serv4 
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iServ. Your honouf ? 

Mite. Any nofegays, you blockhead t 

Serv. She has a boy with a bafketi 

MUe. Shew her in ! [Exit ^rrt^d»/.]~ Wblf^ 

t)ick, you will go down^to my ftcward, and 

teach him the heft method of making a roult^o. 

And, do you hear ? let him give you one for 

your painSk 

IVaiter. Your honouf*s obedient ! You'd have 

tne attend every morning ? 
' Mite. Without doubt : It would be tiiadnefa 

tx> lofe a minute, you know. [Ekit fFaiferi 

Enter Mrs, Crocus. 

Welli Mrs. Crocus j let us fee what you have 
brought me. Your laft bouquet was as big as 
a broom, with a tulip ftrutting up like a ma- 
giftrate*s mace 5 and^ befides^ made me -look 
like a devil. 

Crocus. I hope your honour could find no 
fault with' the flowers ? It is true, the polyan- 
thufes were a little pinched by the eafterly winds \ 
but for pip, colour, and eye, I defy the whole 
palrilh of Fulham to match \*em. 

Mite. Perhaps not ; but it is not the flowers, 
but the mixture, I blame. Why, here now, 
Mrs. Crocus, one fliould think you v/ere out of 
yourlcnfes, to i^ram in Ms clump of jonquils ! 

Crocus., 
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Crocus^ I thought your hpnour was fond pf 
their fmelK 

Mite. Damn their fmell ! it is their colour I 
talk of. You know my complexion has beca 
tinged by the Eaft, and you bring mp h^re a 
blaze Qf yellow, th^t gives nie the jaundice, 
JLook ! do you fee here, what a fine figure I cut? 
You might as well have tied qic to a bundle of 
iuHrflowers ! 

Crocus. I beg pardon, your honour! 

MU^. Pardoa I there is no forgiving faults of 

.this kind. Juft fo you ferved Harry Hedtc ; 

you ftgck into his bofom a parcel of hyacinths, 

though the poor fellow's face is as pale as 4 

primrofe. 

Croqis. I did pot know— - 

Mite. And there, at the opera, the poor crea- 
ture fat in his fide-box, looking Hke one of the 
figures in the glafs-c^fcs in Weftminfter- Abbey; 
dead and dreft ! 

Croctis. If gentlemen would but gjve direc*- 

m 

tions, I would make it my ftudy to fuit 'em. 

Aff/^ B^at that your curfed climate won't let 
you. Hav^ you any pinks or carnations iv^ 
bloom ? 

Qrt^as. They arc not in feafon, your honour^ 
Lillies of the valley 

Mt^, I hijtp thp whql? tribe I "yVbat, you 

wanp 
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li^v; Match*t-r, ? 

^//, Ir.troluce her this ^iflast* 

A';r/^ A/r;. Match" cm. 
My iJcar Mztd/anl Wei!, what news finoai 

Maiilji. B-ul enough ; very near a total defeat* 
^//^, I fov/ fo ? you were furnifhed with am- 
f l#; inaccrial',. 

Match^ But not of the right kind, plcafe your 
honorn , I Iwivt; had but little iqtercoQr|c with 
tha piir'. ;0t tlic world : My bufincfs has chiefly 
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kin on this fide of the Bar ; and I was weak 
enough to think both cities alike* 

Mite. And arn*t they ? 

Match. No two nations can differ fo widely ! 
Though money is fuppofed the idol of mer* 
chants, their wives don't agree in the worrfiip* 

Mite^ In that- article I thought the whole 

world was united. 

Match. No ; they don*t know what to do 
with their money \ a Pantheon fubfcription, or 
a mafquerade ticket) is more negotiable there 
than a note from the Bank* 

Mite. What think you of a bracelet, or a 
well-fancied aigret ? 

Match, I fhould think they muft make their 
way. 

Mite. I have fent fome rough diamonds to 
be poliflied in Holland ; when they are returned, 
I will equip you, Match*em, with fome of thcf«- 
toys. 

Match. Toys ? how light he makes of thefe 
things ! — ;Blefs your noble and generous foul ! 
1 believe for a trifle more I could hav^ obtained, 
L^y Lurcher laft night. 

h^te. Indeed ? 

Match. She has been preflcd a good deal to 
difchargc an old fcore, long due to a knight 
from the North ; and play-debts, your honour 

F knowsj 
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knows, there is no paying in part : She feemed 
deeply diftrcfled ; and I really believe another hun- 
dred would have made up the fum. 

^te. And how came you not to advance it ? 

Match. I did not chufc to exceed my com- 
miiiion ; your honour knows the bill was only 
for five. 

Mite. Oh, you (hould have immediately made 
it up ; you know I never (tint myfelf in the(e 
matters. 

Match. Why, had I been in cafli, I believe I 
ihould have- ventured, your honour. If your 
honour approves, I have thought of a projed: 
that will fave us both a good deal of trouble. 

Mite. Communicate, good Mrs. Match'cm f 

Match. That I may not pefter you with ap- 
plications for every trifle Lwant, fuppofe you 
were to depofit a round fum in my hands. 

Mite. What, Match'em, make you my banker 
for beauty ? Ha, ha, ha ! 

Match. Exadly, your honour. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mite. Faith, Match'em, a very good conceit. 

Match. You may depend on my punctuality 
m paying your drafts. 

Mite. I don't harbour the leaft doubt of yoii'r 
honour. 

Match. Would you have me proceed in Patty 
Parrington's bufmcfs ? She is expedcd from Bath 
in a week. 

Mite. 
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lidite. And what becomes of her aunt ? 

Match. That Argus is to be left in the counts^. 

Mite. You had better fufpend your operations 
for a while. Do you know, Mrs. Match'em, 
that I am a-going to be married ? 

Match. Married ? your honour's pleafed to be 
pleafant ; That day I hope never to fee. - 

Mite. The treaty wants nothing but her friends' 
ratification ; and I tliink there is no danger of 
their with-holding that. 

Match. Nay, then, the matter is as good as 
concluded : I was always in dread of this fatal 
ftrokc ! 

Mite. But, Macch'em, why (hould you be fo 
averfe to the meafure ? 

Match. Can it be thought, that with dry eyes 
I could bear the lofs of fuch a friend as your 
honour ? I don't know how it is, but I am fure 
I never took fuch a fancy to any man in my life. 

Mite. Nay, Match'em ! 

Match. Something fo magnificent and princely 
in all you fay or do, ihat a body has, as I may 
fay, a pleafure in taking pains in your fervice. 
Mite. Well, but prithee, child 

Match. And then, when one has brought 
matters to bear, no after-reproaches, no grum- 
blings from parties, fuch general fatisfadlion on 
all fides ! I am fure, fmce the death of my huf- 

F 2 band. 
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band, as honeft a man, except the thing he died 

for 

J^te. How caone that about, Mrs. Matc'Vem i 
Match. Why, Kit was rather apt to be carelefs^ 
and put a neighbour's name to a note without 
flopping to afk his confent* 
MUc. Was that all ? 

Match. Nothing elfe. Since that day, I law" 
l}0 mortal has caught my eye but your honour. 
Mite. Really, Match'cai ? 
Match. I can't fay, neither, it was the charms 
of your pcrfon— ^-though they are fuch as any 
lady might like-^but it was the beauties of your 
mind, that made an impre01on upon nnc. 

Mite. Nay, prithee, Match'em, dry up your 
tears ! you diftrefs me ! Be p^rfuaded you have 
nothing to fear. 
Match. How ! 

Mite. Why, you don't fuppofe that I anpi 
prompted to this projed by paflion ? 
Match. No ? 

Mite. Pho ! no ; only wanted a wife to com- 
plete my eftabliihment j juft to adorn the head 
of my table. 

Match. To ftick up in your room, like any 
other fine piece of furniture ? 

Mite. Nothing elfe j as an antique bufl: or 4 
pifture. 

Match^ 
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Match. That alters the cafe. 

Mite. Perhaps, I (hall be confined a Jittlc at 
firft ; for when you take or bury a wife, decency 
requires that you ihould keep your h^uCb for ^ 

< 

week : After that time, you wiU, find me, dear. 
Match^em, all that yoq can wj(h. 

Match. Ah ! that is more than your honour 
c^n tell. I have known fome of my gentlemen^ 
before marriage, mak^ as firm and good refolu^ 
tions not to have th.e leaft love or regard for their 
wives J but they have been feduced after all, and 
turned out the poorcft tame family fools ! 

Mite. Indeed ? 
* Match. Good for nothing at alL 

Mite. That Ifaall not be my cafe* 

/ 

Enter Servant^ 

Serv. Your honour's levee is crouded. 

Mite. I come. Piccard, give me my coat!— I 
have had fome thoughts of founding in this town 
a feraglios they are of fingular ufe in the Indies : 
Do you think I could bring it to bear ? 

Match. Why, a cuftomer of mine did formerly 
make an attempt \ bu( he purfued too violent 
meafures at firft ; wanted to confine the ladie$ 
^ainil their confent 1 and that too in a country 
of freedom. 

Mite. Oh, fy ! How the beft inftitutions ms^y 

fail, for want of a rpan proper tp manage ! 

Match, 
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Match. But your honour has had grczt ex* 
pencDce. If you would bcflow the dircmon oa 



xnC' 



Mite. Irrpoflibk, Match*cm ! in the Eaft we 
never confide that office to your fcx or coid* 
pltxicn. I bad fixnc thoughts of importing 
three blacks from Bengal ,w!io h^ve been properly 
prepared for the Icrvice -, but I Iha'n't venture 
till the point is dctenrsined whether thole crea- 
tures arc to be confidered as mere chattels, or 
wen. [Exeunt. 

A Saleon. 
Enter MayoTy ^oucbiiy NathMMj MofeSy &r. * 

Serv. Walk in, gcntleoien ! his honour will 

be prefently here. 

^cucbit. Do you fee, Mr. Mayor ? look about 
you ! here are noble apartments ! 

I^Liyor. Very fine, very curious, indeed ! But, 
after all, Mafter Touchit, I am not fo over-fond 
of thefe Nabobs ; for my part, \ had rather fell 
myfelf to fomcbody clfe. 

TK/uchit. And why fo, Mr. Mayor ? 

Mayor. I don't know — they do a mortal deal 
of harm in the country : Why, wherever any of 
them fettles, it raifcs the price of provKions for 
thirty miles round. People rail at feafons and 
crops •, in my opinion, it is all along with them 
there folks, that things arc fo fcarce. 

Touchit. 
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Toucbit. Why, you talk like a fool ! Suppofc 
tliey have mounted the beef and mutton a trifle j 
a'n't we obliged to them too for raifing the value 
of boroughs ? You fhould always fet one againlt 
t'other. 

Mayor. That, indeed, is nothing but fair. But 
how comes it about ? and where do thefc here 
people get all their wealth ? 

^oucbit. The way is plain enough j from our^ 
iettlements and poflcflions abroad. 

Mayor. Oh, may be fo. Fve been often minded 
to aflc you what fort of things them thcfe fettle, 
ments are ; becaufe why, as you know, I have 
been never beyond fea. 

Toucbit. Oh, Mr. Mayor, I will explain that 
in a moment: Why, here arc a body of mer- 
chants that beg to be admitted as friends, and take 
pofTefllon of a fmall fpot in a country, and carry 
on a beneficial commerce with the inoffenfive and 
innocent people, to which they kindly give their 
confent. 

Mayor. Don't you think now that is very civil 
of them ? 

Toucbit. Doubtlefs. Upon which, Mr. Mayor, 
we cunningly encroach, and fortify by little and 
by little, till at length, we growing too ftrong 
for the natives, we turn them out of their lands^ 
and take poflTclTion of their money and jewels. 

Mayor. 



\ 
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Ma^&r. And don'r you think. Matter Tauchk, 
that is a little uncivil in us ? 

^duchit. Oh, nothing at all i Thcfc people 
are but a little better than Tartars or Turks. 

Mayor. No, no, Mafter Touchit; juft the 
ieverfe ; ft is tbvy have caught the Tartars in us. 

Itottcbif. Ha, ha, ha ! wctt faid^ Mr. Mayor* 
But, hufh ! here conies his honour. Fall back t 

Enter Sir Matlbet^ MUe. 

Mire. Oh, Nathan \ arc you there ? You have 
Iplit the ftock, as \ bid you ? 
, Nathan. I vas punftuaUy obey youf tlifeAions^ 

Mite. And I fhall be in no danger of lofing 
my lift ? 

Nathan. Dat \t fafe, your honour 5 we have 
noting to fear. 

Mite. Mofes Mfcndoza ! You will take care t6 
qualify Peter Pratewell and Counfellor Quibble ? 
I (hall want fome fpeakers at the next General 
Court. 

Mofes. Pleafe your honour, I fhall be careful 
of dat. 
' Mite. How is the ftock ? 

Mofes.. It Vas got up the end of the veek. 

Mite. Then fell out till you firtk it two and a 
half. Has my advice been followed for burning 
thie tea ? 

Mofes^ 
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Mofrs. As to ddt matter, I vas not enquire 
((tot •, I believe not. 

Mite. So that commodity will foon be a drug; 
The Englilh are too proud to profit by the prac- 
tice of others : What would become of the fpice 
tfade^ if the Dutch brought their whole growth 
to market ? . 

Mofes. Dat is very true; Your honour has 
no farder commands ? 

Mitci None at prefent, mafter Mehdoza. 

[^Exit Mendoztt.. 

Nathan. For de next fettlcment, would youf 
honour be dc bull or de bear i 

Mite. I (hall fend you my orders to Jona- 
than's. Oh, Nathan ! did you tell that man in^ 
Berkfliire, I would buy his eftate ? 

NatbdHi Yes; but he fay he has no ttiiiid^ 
no occafion to fell it ; dat de eftate belong to 
great many faders before him. 

Mite. Why, the man muft be mad ; did you 
tell him I had taken a fancy to the fpot^ when I 
was but a boy ? 

Nathan^ I vas tell him as much. 

Mite. And that all the time I was in India, 
my mind was bent upon the purchafe ? 

Nathan, I vas fay fo. 

Mite. And now Tm come home, am deter- 
Sjined to buy ixr? 

G Nathan. 
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Nathan. I make ufe of dc very vords.. 
Mite. Well then ! what would the booby be 

at? 

Nathan. I don't know. 

Mite. Give the fellow four times the value, 
and bid him turn out in a month. — {^o Touchit.J 
May I prefume. Sir, to afk who you arc, and 
what your bufinefs may be ? 

^ouchit. My name, Sir, is Touchit, and thefe 
gentlemen fome friends and neighbours of mine^r 
Wc are ordered by the Chriftian Club, of the 
borough of Bribc*em, to wait upon your honour^ 
with a tender of .the nomination of our two 
fiiembers at the enfuing 'eledion. ... 
^ Mite. Sir, I accept their offer with plealiirc ^ 
and am happy to find^ notwichftanding all that 
has been faid, that the union dill fubfifts be- 
tween Bengal and the ancient corporation of 
Bribc'em. 

Touchit. And if they ever are fevered, I can 
afiure your honour the Chriftian Club will not be 
to blame. Your h6nour underftands me, I hope? 

Mite. Perfeftly. Nor (hall it, I promife you, 
be my fault, good Mr. Tonchic. But, (you will 
forgive my .curiofity, Sir !) the name your club 
has adopted, has at firil a whimfical found j but 
you had. your reafons, no doubt. 

Toiichit. The very belt in the world, pleafe? 

your 
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« your honour : From our ftrift union and bro- 
therly Jcindnefs, we hang together; like the 
^ primitive Chriftians too, we have all things in 
common. 
^ liAite. In common ? I don't apprehend you. 

Touchit. Why, pleafe ^our honour, when the 

_ 'l>argain is ftruck, and the depofit is made, as a 

proof that we love our neighbours as well as 

ourfelves, we fubmit to an equal partition ; no 

man has a larger ftiare than another. 

Mite, A mod Chriftian-like difpenfation ! 

Touchit. Yes; in our borough all is unanimity 
pow : Formerly, we had nothing but difcontents 
and heart-burnings amongft us; each manjea- 
Jous and afraid that his neighbour got more and 
|did better than him. 

Mite. Indeed ? 

Toucbit. Ay, and with reafon fometimes. 
Why, I remember, at the eledlion fome time ago, 
when J took up my freedom, I could get but 
thirty guineas for a new pair of jack- boots ; 
whilft Tom Ramflcin over the way had a fifty- 
pound note for a pair of walh-leather breeches. 

Mite. Very partial indeed ! 

Xoucbit. So, upon the whole, we thought \% 
fccft to unite. 

Mite. Oh, much the beft. Well, Sir, you 
IPflty aflurijyour principals that lihall take care 

G 2 properly 
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Mite. This invaluable treafure was very neat* 
falling into the hands of the Pope, who defigned 
to depoGt it in the Vatican Library, and I re- 
fcued it from idolatrous hands. 

I Ant. A pious, learned, and laudable pur-^ 
chafe! 

Sec. [receives the Jecond prejent^ and reads thi 
iabelJ\ " A farcophagus, or Roman urn^i dug 
** from the temple of Concord;** 

Mite. Suppofed to have held the duft of 
Marc- Antony's coachman. 

Sic. [receiiJes the third prefenij and reads:] " A 
*' large piece cf the lava^ thrown from theVefuviari 

I 

*' volcano at the laft great eruption.** 

Mite. By a chymical analyfis, it Will be eafy 
to difcover the conftituent parts of this rhafs ; 
which, by pfoperly preparing it^ will make it ho 
difRcult talk to propagate burning mountains in 
England, if encouraged by premiums, 
c Jnt. Which it will^ no doubt ! 
Mite. Gentlemen ! Not contented with coU 
leding, for the ufe of my country, thefe inefti-* 
mable rclicsj with a large catalogue of petri-^- 
fadlions, bones, beetles, and butterflies, con- 
tained in that box, [point itig td the prejent home 
by the fourth Black."] 1 have likewife laboured for 
the advancement of national knowledge : For 
which end, permit me to cltrar up fome doubts 
relative to a material and intereiling point in the 

Englilh, 
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jEnglifh hiftory. Let others toil to illumine the dark 
annals of Greece, or of Rome-, my fcarchcs are 
/acred only to the fervice of Britain ! 

The ppint I mean to clear up, is an error crept 
into the life of that illuftrious magiftrate, the 
great Whittirigton, and his no-lefs-eminept Cat : 
And in this difauifition four material points are 
ip queftion. 

I ft. Did Whiftington ever exift ? 

ad. Was Whittington Lord-Mayor of J^on- 
don ? 

3d. Was he feally poflefTed of a Cat ? 
' i4.th. Was that Cat the fource of his wealth ? 

That Whittington lived, no doubt can be 
made 5 that he was Lord-Mayor of London, is 
equally true; but as to his Cat, that, gen,tle- 
men, is the gordian knotto untie, -And here, 
gentlemen, be it permitted me to define what a 
Cat is. A Cat is a domeftic, whiflcered, four;- 
jfootcd animal, whofe employment is catching 
of mice •, but let Pufs have been ever fo fubtlc, 
let Pufs have been ever fo fuccefsful, to what 

* ■ ■ • 

could PuiVs captures amount ? no tanner can 

'. . . 

curry the fkir) of a moufe, no family make a 

meal of the meat; confequently, no Cat could 

give "Whittington his wealth. From whence 

then does this error proceed ? be that my care 

to point out ! 

The coinmercc this worthy merchant carfit^ji 
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* Mite. Both, both. 

Toucbit. Why, we could not have afforded you 
one under three thoufand at lead: *, but as your 
honour^ as I may fay, has a mind to deal in the 
grofs, we fhall charge you but five for both. 

Mite, Oh fy ! above the nurkct, good Mr^ 
Touchit ! 

ToucbH. Dog-cheap; neck-beef; a penny- 
joaf for a halfpenny! Why, we had partly 
agreed to bring in Str Chriftopher Quinze and 
major Match'em for the very fame money ; but 
the major has been a little unlucky at AlmackV^ 
and at prefcnt can't depofit the needful ; but he 
fays, however, if he Ihould befuccefsful atthenex? 
Newmarket meeting, he will faithfully abide by 
the bargain : But the turf, your honour knows, 
js but an uncertain eftate, and fo we can*t de- 
pend upon him. 

' Mife. True. Well, Sir, as I may foon have 
occafion for all the friends I can make, I fhall 
haggle no longer ; I accept your propofals : la 
the next room we will fettle the term^. 

^ouchiL Your honour will always find the 
Chriftians fteady and firm. — But, won't your 
honour introduce us to his Worfhip whilft we 
are here ? 

Mite. To his Worfhip ? to whom ? 

TouchiL To the gentleman in black. 

Mife, 



\ 
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' MiU. Worlhip? you are mad, Mn Touchitl 
That is a flave I brought from the Indies. 

^ouchiti Good lack ! may be fo ! I did not knoW 
but the gentleman might belong to the tribc^! 
who, we are told by the papers, conferred thofe 
fpkndid titles upon your honour in India. 

Mite. Well, Matter Touchir, what then ? 
.^^oucbit. I thought it not unlikely^ but, iri 
return to that compliment, yoirr honour mighi 
chufe to make one of the fanlily membci^foir 
the corporation of Bribe'em* 

MUe. Why^ you would not fubmit to accept 
of a Negro ? 

^ouchit* Our prefent members^ for aught wti 
know, may be of the fame complexion, your 
honour ; for we have never fet eyes on them yet. * 

Mite. That*s ftrange ! But, after all, yoii 
could not think of elefting a black ? 

7'ouchiL That makes no difference to ixs'i The 
Chriftian Club has ever been perfuaded, that a 
good candidate, like a good horfe, can't be of 
a bad colour. [Exit with friends. 

Enter Thomai Oldham and others. 

Mite Ito Oldham]. What is your bafincfs, 
and name ? 

Thomas. Oldham. 

Miie. 
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Aff/tf* The brother of Sir John ? I have hedrd 
of you : Yoti are, if I miftake not, a merchant^ 

S'bomas. 1 have that honour^ Sir Matthew. 

Mite. Urn! horiour !— Well^ Sir-, and what 
a^b your commands i 

Thomas. I wait on you in the name of my bro^ 
ther, with ■ 

l/Gte. An atifwer to the meflage I icnt him. 
When do we meet to finiih the matj:er Pic muft 
be tomorrow, Ot Sundays for I (hall be bdiy 
next week. 

Stomas. Tomorrow ? 

Mite. Ay •, it is not for a man likd me to dari- 
gle and court, Mr. Oldham, 

^bomui. Why, to be plain,- Sir Matthew^ it 
would, I am afraid, be but lofing your time. 

Miti. Sir? 

Thomas. As there is not one In the facnily, that 
feems the leaft inclined to favour your wifli. 

Mite. No? ha, ha^ ha ! that's pleafant enough I 
ha, ha, ha ! And why not ? 

Thomas. They are. Sir Matthew, no ftrailgers 
to your great power and wealth \ but corrupt as 
you may conceive this country to be, there arc 
fuperior fpirits living, who would difdain an al-' 
liance with grandeur obtained at the expencc of 
hortour and virtue. 

Miie^ 
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' Mite. And what relation has this fcntiniental 
declaration to me ? . 

^hvmas. My intention. Sir Matthew, was not 
to oSejid ; I was defired to wait on you wit-h a 
civil denial. 

Mite. And yoii have faithfully difcharged your 
commifSom 

Thomas. Why, I'm. a man of plain manners. 
Sir Matthew \ a fupercilious air, or a fneer, won'jC 
prevent me from fpeaking my thoughts. . , 

MUif, Pprfeftly right, and prpdigioufly prur 
dent I—r-Welli Sir ; I bop/e it won't be thoughp 
too prjefuming, if I defire to bear my fentcnce 
proceed from the mouth of the father an(^ 
id^ughcer, 

. Thomas. By aU njeans; I wiU wa^t on yoy 
jtfcirhcr. 

jWte. That is npt fo convenient, at prefent. 
I have brought from Italy, antiques, fome cu? 
rtous remains, which are to be depofited in the 
archives of this country : The Antiquarian Sor 
ciety have, in confequence, ehofen me one pf their 
body, and this i$ the hour of rip.Cjeption, 

fhomas. We fliall fee you in the coprfe of 
the day ? 

MUe. At the clofe of the ceremony. Perhaps, 
1 fliall have fomething to urge, that may procure 
p}e feme favour from your very refpedtable 

^ family.-- 
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family.— Piccard, attend Mr. A— a — a to the; 
door. 

\ J'bomas. I gueft your dcfign. [Exit. 

Mite. Who waits there ? 

Enter Servant. 

Step to my attorney direftly i bid him attend mc 
within an hour at 01dham«s, arnied with all the 
powers } gave hiiiv [Exit Servant. 

\ will fee if 1 can't bend to my wiU this fturdy 
iatc (>i infolent beggars j — After all, Viches to a 
nian who knows how to employ them, are aa 
ufeful in England as in any part of* the Ea(t: There 
they gain lis thoic ends in fpite and de&ance oif 
law, which, with a proper agent, may herd be 
Obtained urtder the pretence and colour of law. 

• [Exii^ 
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Tbe Jntiquariah Society'^ 

Secretary. 

SI R Matthew Mite^ precedtd by his preferttsi 
will attend this honourable Society thi$ 
ttiorning. 

1 jfnt lis fie apprifed that an ihauguration- 
fpecch i$ required, in which he is to exprefs fiia 
Ibve of vcrtu, and produce proofs of his antique 
erudition ? 

Sec. He has been apprifed, and ii rightly 
prepared. 

2 JmL Are the minutes of our lafl: meeting 
fairly recorded and entered ? 

Sec. They arc. 

I y£ist. And the valuable aiitiquea which have 

r 

happily efcaped the depredations of time fangecj 
^nd regiftered rightly ? 

See. All in order* 

1 y^l. As there are new acquifitions to the 
Society's ftock, I think it is right that the mem-* 
bers fhould be inftrafted in their feyeral natures 
and names. 

I yfnt. By all means. Read the lift 1 

Sec. ** IfiipriMis^ In a large glafs-cafc, and in 
** fine prefervation, the toe of the flipper of 

Ha " Cardinal 
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" Cardinal Pandulpho, with which he kick'd thd 
" breech of King. John acSwinftead-ABbey^whcR 
^^ he gave him abfolution and penance/' 

2 jiftf. A moil noble remains ! 

I jint. An excellent antidote againft the pro^ 
grefs of Poperyy as it proves the Pontiff's info- 
fcnt abufe of, his power ! — Proceed. 

Sec. *' A pair of nut-crackers prefented bjr 
*' Harry the Eighth to Anna Bullen the eve of 
^^ their nuptials ; the . wood fuppoied to be 
•^^alnut-^ 

i AnL Wfcicb proves that before the Reforma- 
tion walnut-trees were planted in England. 
. Sec. '* The cape of Queen Elizabeth's riding- 
'* hood, which fhe wore on a folemn feftival^ 
" when carried behind Burleigh to Paul's ; the 
^' cloth undoubtedly Kidderrainfter." 

a ylht. A moft inftruftive Icffon to us, as it 
proves that patriotic princefs wore nothing but 
the manufaftures of England ! 

Sec. " A cork-lcrew prefented by Sir John 
*^ Falftaff to Harry the Fifth, with a tobacco-*^ 

m 

" (lopper of Sir Walter Raleigh's, made of the 
" ftern of the fhip in which he firft compaffed 
** the globe -, given to the Society by a clcrgy- 
" man from the North-Riding of Yorklhire." 

i Ant: A rare inftance of generofuy, as they 
mruft have both been of Angular ufe to the rev<^- 
ftnd dgnor himfclf ! 



Sec. 
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Sec. *• A curious colkaiori, in regular and 
** undoubted fiicceflion, of all the tickets o^ 

Iflingtbn-Turnpike^ from its firft inftitutiod 

to the twentieth of May.** 

*i'Jnt. Prefer Ve them with care, as they maf 
hereafter ferve to illuftrate that part of thd 
Englifli Hiftoty* 

Sec. " A Wooden tiiedal of Shakefpeare, mad^ 
** fromthemulberry-treehe planted himfelf; vith 
•* a Queen Anne's farthing ; from the Manager of 
" Drury-Lane Playhoufe." 

I Ant. Has he received the Society's thanks? 

Sec. They are fent. 

Enter Beadk. 

Beadle. Sir Matthew Mite attends at the door, • 
1 Ant. Let him be admitted dire^ljr. 

Enter Sir Matthew Mite ^ preceded by four Stacks j^ 
firft Black bearing d large book^ Jecondy a green 
tbantber-fot i thirds Jome lava from the mountain 
Vefuvius ; fourth y a box. Sir Matthew takes hh 
feat I Secretary receives the firft frejent^ and reads 
the labeL 

See. « Purchafed of the Abbe Montini at 
*' Naples for five hundred pounds, an illegibk 
^^ manufcript in Latin, containing the twelve 
** books of Livy, fuppofcd ta be loft/* 
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Mite. This invaluable treafurc was very neaf 
falling into the hands of the Pope, who defigned 
to depoGt it in the Vatican Library, and 1 re- 
fcued it from idolatrous hands. 

1 jinl. A pious, learned, and laudable pur-« 
chafe ! 

Sec. [receives the fecond prejent^ and reads tbi 
labelJl " A farcophagus, or Roman urn, dug 
** from the temple of Concord/* 

Mite. Suppofed to have held ^ the duft of 
Marc- Antonyms coachman. 

Sec. [receiiJes the third prefenif and reads;"] " A 
*' large piece cf the lava^ thrown from the Vefuviani 
♦' volcano at the laft great eruption/* 

Mife. By a ehymical analyfisj it \Vill be tz{f 
to difcover the conftitucnt parts of this mafs ; 
which, by properly preparing itj will make it ho 
difficult tafk to propagate burning mountains ia 
Hngland, if encouraged by premiums. 

2 j^nL Which it will^ no doubt ! 

Mile. Gentlemen ! Not contented with coU 
lefting, for the ufe of my country, thcfe inefti-^ 
mable relics^ with a large catalogue of petri- 
fadions, bones, beetles, and butterflies, con- 
tained in that box, [pOtntifjg ta the prejent borne 
by the fourth Black.] 1 have likcwife laboured for 
the advancement of national knowledge : For 
which end, permit me to cltrar up fome doubts 
relative to a material and interelling point in the 

EngiiQi, 
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jEnglifli hiftory. Let others toil to illumine the dark 
annals of Greece, or of Rome; my fearches are 
(acred only to the fervice of Britain ! 

The ppint I mean to clear up, is an error crept 

into the life of that illuftrious magiftrate, the 

great Whittiiigton, and his no-lcfs-eminent Cat : 

' And in this dirauifition four material points are 

ip queftion. 

I ft. Did Whtttineton ever exift ? 

-ad. Was W.hittington Lord-Mayor of J^oo- 
don ? 

3d. Was he really poflcfled of a Cat ? 

4th. .Was that Cat the fource of his wealth ? 

That Whittington lived, no doubt can be 
made ; that he was Lord-Mayor of London, is 
equally true; but as to his Cat, that, gen,t]e- 
men, is the gordian knotto untie, -And here, 
gentlemen, be it permitted me to define what, a 
Cat is. A Cat is a domeftic, whiflcered, four^ 
Jboted animal, whofe employment is catching 
of mice •, but let Pufs have been ever fo fubtk, 
let Pufs have b^cn ever fo fucccfsful, to what 
could PulVs captures amount ? no tanner can 
Curi^y the Ikini of a moufc, no family make a 
meal of the meat; confcquently, no Cat could 
give Whittington his wealth. From whence 
then does this error proceed ? be that my care 
to point out ! 

The coirimercc this worthy merchant carri^ 



on. 
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on, was chiefly confined to our coafts; for 
this purpofe, he conftrufled a vclBel, which, from 
its agility and lightncfs, he aptly chriftened* a 
Cat. Nay, to this our day, gentlemen, all our 
coak from Newcaftle are imported in nothing 
but Cats. < From thence it appears, that it was 
notthe whiflcercd,four.footcd, moufe<^killingCat, ' 
that was the fource of the magiilrate's wealth, 
but the coafting, failing, coaUcaf rying Cat ; that^ 
jRentlemen, was Whittington's Cat. 

1 AnU What a fund of learning ! 
%,Ant. Amazing acutencfs of erudition ! 

• 1 Ant. Let this difcovery be made public 
diredly. 

2 Ant\ And the author liientioned with ho-i 
nour. 

1 Ant. I make nq doubt but the city of Lon- 
don will dcfire him to fit for his pidlure, or fend 
him his freedom in a fifty^pound box. 

2 Aiit. The honour done their firft magiftratc 
richly deferves it. " 

1 Ant. Br^ak we up this afiembly, with a loud 
declaration, that Sir Matthew Mitc is ecjually 
(killed in arts as well as in arms. 

2 Ant. T.\im Mercurio quam Marti. \Exel Ant. 
Mite. Having thus difcharged my debt to the 

public, I muft attend to my private aflfairs. WiH 

Rapine, n^y attorney, attend as I bid him ? 

'• ■ . . * Serv^ 
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Serv. He will be punftual, your hononf . 
MUe. Then drive to Hanover-Square^ 
Putty [ivithouf]. I will come in ! 

Enter Servant. 

Sirv. There's a little fhabby fellow without, 
that infifts on feeing your honour. 

Mite. Why, who and what can he be ? 

Serv. He calls himfelf Putty, and fays he went 
to fchool with your honour. 

Serv, [within J] His honour don't know you ! 

Putty. I will come in ! Not know me, you 
Oaf? what fhouldail him ? Why, I tell you we 
Were bred up together from boys. Stand by; or 
I'll 

Enter Putt^, 

Hey ! yes, it is — no, it a'n't — yes, it is Mat- 
thew Mite. — Lord love your queer face ! what 
a figure you cut ! how you are altered ! well, 
had I met with you by chance, I don't think 
I (hould ever have known you. I have had a 
deuced deal of work to get at you. 

Mite. This is a lucky encounter ! 

Putty. There is a little fat fellow, that 6pens 
the door at your houfc, was as pert as a prcn- 
#ce juft outbf his time : He would not givemethc 
lead inkling about you ; and I (hould have re- 

I turned 
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M/tf* The brother of Sir John ? Ihavcficird 
of you : Yoti arc, if I miftake not, a merchant i^ 

fhomas. 1 have that honour^ Sir Matthew. 

Mite. Unrt ! horiour 1-— Well^ Sir^ and what 
aft your commands ? 

Thomas. I wait on you in the name of my bro-s 
ther, with *- 

ASfe. An atifwer to the meflage I fent him« 
When do we meet to finifh the matjfer ? It muft 
be tomorrow, or Sundays for I (hall be bCiiy 
next week. 

» 

Thomas, Tomorrow ^ 

Mite. Ay -, it is not for a man likd me to dari^ 
gle and court, Mr. Oldham. 

Thomas. Why, to be plain,- Sir Matthew^ it 
would, I am afraid, be but lofing your time. 

Mite. Sir? 

Thomas. As there is ftot one in the fa^nily, thstt 
feems the leaft inclined to favour your wifh. 

Mite. No? ha, ha^ ha ! that's pleafant enough I 
ha, ha, ha ! And why not ? 

Thomas. They are. Sir Matthew, no ftrarlgers 
to your great power and wealth j but corrupt as 
you may conceive this country to be, there are 
fuperior fpirits living, who would difdain an aU' 
Hance with grandeur obtained at the expencc of 
hoAour and virtue. 

Mite, 
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•. MiS€. And what relation has this fcntimental 
43eclaration to me ? 

^hpmas. My intention. Sir Matthew, was not 
to offejid ; I was deiired to wait on you wit4i a 
civil denial. 

Mite. And you have faithfully difcharged yoUr 
comtnifliom 

Thomaj. Why, Pm a man of plain manners. 
Sir Matthew % a fupercilious air, or a fncer, won'it 
prevent me from fpeaking my thoughts. 

Miti, Perfeftly right, and prodigioufly prUf 
dent I— Well, Sir; I hop/e ic won't bethoughf 
$00 prefuming, if I defire to hear my fentence 
proce^dfrom the mouth of the father and 
^^ughter, 

. tkomas. By aU njeans ; I wiU wa^t on yoa 
jtfcithcr. 

Mite. That is ngt fo convenient, at prefcnt, 
I have brought from Italy, antiques, fome cu^ 
rious remains, which are to be dcpofited in the 
archives of this country : The Antiquarian Sor 
ciety have, in confequence, chofen me one pf their 
body, and this i$ the hour of rieception, 

fbomas. We fliall fee you in the courfe of 
the day ? 

Mite. At the clofe of the ceremony. Perhaps, 
I fliall have fomething to urge, that may procure 
pie fome favour from your very refpeftable 

^ family.--. 
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family, — Piccard, attend Mr. A— a — a to the; 
door. 

\ Thomas. I guefs your 4cfign, [Exif. 

MUe. Who waits there ? 

• * 

Enter Servant. 

I . . , ' 

Step to my attorney direftly i bid hiai attend mc 
within an hour at OIdhaai*s,. arnied with all the 
powers J gave hiirv [Exii Servant. 

I will fee if I can't bend to my will this fturdy 
tide of infolent beggars ! — After all, Viches to a 
man who knows how to employ them, are as 
ufeful in England as in any part of theEail : There 
they gain lis thofe ends in fpite and defiance of 
law, which, with a proper iigent, may^ Rer^ be 
bbtained uftder the pretence and colour of law. 

• \^ExiK 



ACT 
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I 

Uiitimcly firoft, will hang heavy on their tender 
years : To , conquer the firft and fineft feelings 
of nature is an arduous tail; ! 

Enter Toung Oldham* 

So, Tom ! ftill attached to this fpot, I perceive ? 

T. Old. Sir, I arrived but the inftant before 
you. 

' Thomas. Nay, child, I don't blame you^ You 
are no ftranger tp the almoft-invincible bars that 
oppofe your views on my niece; it would be 
therefore prudent, inftead of indulging, to wean 
yourfelf by degrees. 

T. Old. Are there no hopes, then. Sir, of 
fubduing my aunt ? 

Thomas. I fee none : Nay, perhaps, as mat- 
ters now ftand, a compliance may be out of her 
power. 

T. Old, How is that poflible. Sir ? out of her 
power ? 

Thomas. I won't anticipate : Misfortunes come 
too foon of themfelves ; a fhort time will explaili 
what I mean* 

T. Old. You alarpi me ! Would you conde* 
fcend to inftru& me, I hope. Sir, I (hall have 
discretion enough— r— 

Thomas. It would anfwer no end. I would 
have you both prepare for the worft : See your 

couHn 
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coufin again •, and remember, this, perhaps, 
may be the lafl: time of your meeting. 

r.Old. The laft of our— 

Thomas. But Sophy is here. I muft go in ta 
Sir John. [Oldham bows low to Sopby^and retires. 

Enter Sophy. 

Sophy. Sir ! What can be the meaning of this ? 
My uncle Oldham avoids me !- you fecmflnxked I 
no additional misfortune, I hope ? 

X- Old. My father has threatened me, ia 
obicure terms, I confefs^ with the worft that 
C^n happen. 

Sophy. Hoiw! 

T. Old. The total, nay, perhaps, immediate 
lofe of my Sophy. 

Sophy. From what caufe ? 

T. Old. Th^t in tendernefs he chofe to con- 
ceal. 

Sophy. But why make it a myftery ? have you 
no guefs ? 

T. Old^ Not themoft diftant conception. My 
lady*s diflike would hardly prompt her to fuch 
violent meafures, I can*t comprehend how this 
can poflibly be*, but yet my father has too firm, 
too manly a mind, to encourage or harbour vain 
fears. 

Sophy. Here they come. I fuppofc the riddle 

will foon be explained. 

Enter 
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c 

Enter Sir John, Lady^^ and Thomas Oldham. 

L. Old. But what motive could he have for 
demanding this whimfical interview ? he could' 
not doubt your credentialsi or think his pre-* 
fence could be grateful to us. 

Thomas. I have delivered my meffage. 

L. Old. Perhaps he depends on his rhetorical 
^wers : I hear he has a good opinion of them* 
Stay, Sophy ! Sir Matthew jMite, diftrufting 
the nneflage we begged your uncle to carry, de- 
fires to have it confirmed by ^Mrfelves r I fancy^ 
child, you will do yourfelf no violence in re- 
jeding this lover* He is an amiable fwaii%^ F 
confefs ! ^ 

Scpby. I Ihall be always happy in obeying your 
lady(hip*s orders. 

L. Old. Are you fure of that, Sophy ? a time 
may foon come for the trial. 

Sir John. Well, in the main, I am glad of thfis 
meeting % it will not only put a final end to this 
bufinefs, but give us an opportunity of difcufEag 
Other matters, my dear. 

L. Old. is that your opinion^ Sir John I I 
fancy he will not be very fond of prolonging 
lu8 vifit. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir Matthew Mite ? 

L. Old. 
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Mite. This invaluable treafure was very neai* 
falling into the hands of the Pope, who defigned 
to depofit it in the Vatican Library^ and I re^ 
fcued it from idolatrous hands. 

I Jnf. A pious^ learned, and laudable pur-^ 
chafe ! 

Sec. [receives the fecond frejent^ and reads tbi 
labelJl " A farcophagus, or Roman urn, dug 
*^ from the temple of Concord/* 

Mite. Suppofed to have hcld^'the duft of 
Marc- Antony's coachman. 

Sec. [receiiJes the third prefenij and reads;'] " A 
*' large piece cf the lava^ thrown from theVefuviani 
*' volcano at the laft great eruption/* 

Mite. By a ehymical analyfisj it \Vill be eafjr 
to difcover the conftituent parts of this mafs ; 
•which, by properly preparing it^ will make it ho 
difficult tafk to propagate burning mountains ia 
Hngland, if encoufaged by premiums. 

% Jnt. Which it willj no doubt ! 

Mite. Gentlemen ! Not contented with coU 
lefting, for the ufe of my country, thcfe inefti-^ 
mable relics^ with a large catalogue of petri-^ 
fadions, bones, beetles, and butterflies, con- 
tained in that box, ['pointltig ta the prejent home 
by the fourth Black.'] 1 have likewife laboured for 
the advancement of national knowledge : For 
which end, permit me to cltrar up fome doubts 
relative to a material and interciling point in the 

Englifli, 
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JEnglifli hiftory. Let others toil to illumine the dark 
annals of Greece, or of Rome; my fcarches are 
(acred only to the fervice of Britain ! 

The ppirit I mean to clear up, is an error crept 
into the life of that illuftrious magiftrate, the 
great Whittiiigton, and his no-lcfs-eminent Cat : 
And in this jdifauifition four material points are 
ip queftion. 

I ft. Did Whtttington ever exift ? 

ad. Was Whittington Lord-Mayor of J^oo- 
don ? 

•■ 

3d. Was he feally poflefled of a Cat ? 
4th. Was that Cat the fource of his wealth ?■ 
That Whittington lived, no doubt can be 
made ; that he was Lord-Mayor of London, is 
equally true; but as to his Cat, that, gen^tle- 
men, is ;hc gordian l^notto untie, -And here, 
gentlemen, be it permitted me to define what a 
Cat is. A Cac is a domeftic, whiflcered, four^ 
looted animal, whole employment is catching 
of mice ; but let Pufs have been ever fo fubtk, 

let Pufs have b^cn ever fo fucccfsful, to what 

.... , 

could . PwlV^ captures amount ? no tanner can 

'. . . ' 

curry the Ikin of a moufc, no family make a 

meal of the meat; confcquently, no Cat could 

give Whittington his wealth. From whence 

then does this error proceed ? be that my care 

to point out ! 

The coirimercc this worthy merchant carri^ 



on. 
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on^ was chiefly confined to our coafts; for 
this purpofe, he conftru£led a veflel, which, from 
its agility and lightnefs^ be aptly chriftened' a 
Cat. Nay, to this our day, gentlemen, all our 
coals from Newcaftle are imported in nothing 
but Cats. From thence it appears, that it was 
not the whiikered, four-footed, moufe*krllingCat^ 
that was the fource of the magiftrate's wealthy 
but the coafting, failing, coal-carrying Cat ; that^ 
gentlemen, was Whittington*s Cat. 

1 Ant. What a fund of learning ! 

a Ant. Amazing acutencfs of erudition ! 
• 1 Ant. Let this difcovery be made public 
direftly. 

2 Ant. And the author mentioned with hd-^ 
nour. 

1 Ant. I make nq doubt but the city of Lon- 
don will defire him to fit for his pidlure, or fend 
him his freedom in a fifty-rpound box. 

2 A}it. The honour done their firft magiftratc 
richly deferves it. ' * 

1 Ant. Br^ak we up this aftembly, with a loucj 
declaration, that Sir Matthew Mitc is ecjually 
(killed in arts as well as in arms. 

2 Ant. T.^am Mercurio quam Marti. [Exe.' Ani. 
Mite. Having thus difcharged my debt to the 

public, I muft attend to my private affairs. WiH 
Rapine, riiy attorney, artcrid as I bid him ? 
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Ihynefs to fulfil the agreement, are enough to put 
a man on his guard. 

Thomas. Now comes oh the ftorm. 

Mite. And, that my prudence might not fuffer 
in that lady'3 opinion, I have taken fome pre- 
cautions which my attorney will more clearly 
unfold. — Mr. Rapine ! 

E7iter Rapine. 

You will explain this affair to Sir John : I am a 
military.. man, and quite a ftraoger to your legal 
manoeuvres. - 

Rap. By command of my client. Sir Matthew, 
I have iffued here a couple of writs, 

L. Old. Sir John ! 

Sir John. What ? - • 

Rap. By one of which, plaintiff pQifTcflcs'thc 
perfon, by t'other goods and chattels, of Sir Joha 
the defendant. 

Mite. A definition very clear and concife ! 

L. Old. Goods, Sir ? what, muft I be turned 
out of my houfe ? 

Rap. No, madam ; you may ftay here till we 
fell, which perhaps mayn*tfrappen thtfctwo days. 
We muft, indeed, leave a few of our people, juft 
to take care that there is nothing embezzled. 

L: Qld, A fliort rcfpite, inc}ei?d ! For a little 

K % time. 
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tia\e, I dare fay, my brother Oldham will aflSord 
us protection. Come, Sir John, nor let us in- 
dulge t^at monger's malice with a longer fight 
pf our mijfery. 

Rap. You, nudam, arc a wife, and may go 
where you pleafe ; but as to Sir John— — 
' 'L.Old. Well! 

• " . » • 

Rap. HjC muft not ftir ; W^ arc anfwcrable 
for the ppiTeinon of him. 

L. Old. Of him ? a prifoner ? then indeed is 
pur ruin complete i 

Sophy. Oh, uncle ! — You have been pleafed^ 
Sir, to exprefs an afFeftion for me : Is it poiUble, 
Sir, you can be fo cruel, fo unkind to my 
jpa rents ^ 

^ MUe. They are unkind to themfelves. 

Sophy . Let me plead for mercy I fufpend but 
a littleM— My uncle, you. Sir, are wealthy too ! — 
Indeed we are boneft 1 you will not run the leafi 
rilque. 

Mite.. Therp is a condition, Mifs, in which you 
have a right to command. 

Sophy. Sir I 

Mite. It is 1(1 your power, and that of your pa- 
|-cnts, toeftablifh one common intereft amongft us. 

L. Old. Never ! after rejecting, with the con- 
tempt they deferved, the firft arrogant offers you 
made, da you fuppofe thisfrefh infuU will gain us ? 
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Mite. I am anfwered. — I prefume, Mr. Rapine^ 
there is no longer occafion for me ? 

Sophy. Stop, Sir ! Mr. Oldham teaches mc 
what I Ihould do. Can I fee their diftrefs? 
Heaven knows with what eagernefs I would facri* 
fice my own peace, my own happinefs, to procure 
them relief ! ' [Kneels to Sir Matthew^ 

Tbomas. Rife, niece ! nor hope to foften that 
breaft, already made too callous by crimes ! I have 
longfeen,Sir,what your malice intended, and pre- 
pared myfelf to baffle its purpofe. I am inftrudled. 
Sir, in the amount of this man's demands on my 
brother : You will there 6nd a fum more than 
fufficient to pay it. — And now, my dear fiftef, I 
hope you will pleafc to allow a citizen may be 
ufeful fometimes. 

Mite. Mr. Rapine, is this manoeuvre according 
to law ? 

Rap. The law, Sir Matthew, always fleeps 
when fatisfaftion is made. 

Mite^ Poes it ? Our pradice is different in the 
Mayor's Court at Calcutta.— I Ihall now make 
my bow -, and leave this family, whom I wilhed 
to make happy in fpite of thpmfelves, foon to 
regret the fatal lofs fuftained by their obftinatc 
jfoUy. 

Thomas. Nor can it be long, befo/e the wifuom 
of their choice will appear 5 as by partaking of 

the 
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the fpoil, they mightiiave been involved in that 
vengeance, which foon or late can't fail to fall on 
the head of the author: And, Sir, notwithftanding 
your feeming fecurity, perhaps the hour of re- 
tribution is near ! 

Mite. You muft, Mafter Oldham, give me leave 
to laugh at your prophetic effufion. This is not 
Sparta, nor are thefe the chafte times of the Roman 
republic : Now-a-days, riches poflefs at leaft 
one magical power, that, being rightly difpenfed, 
they clofely conceal the fource from whence they 
proceeded ; That wifdom, I hope never to want. — f 
1 am the obfequious fervant of this refpe<5tablc 
family ! Adieu ! — Come ajong, Rapine ! 

[Exit with Rapine. 

L. Old. Brother, what words can I ufe, or how 
can we thank you as we ought ? Sir John ! Sophy ! 

Thomas. I am doubly paid. Lady Oldham, in 
fupplying the wants of my friends, and defeating 
the defigns of a villain, ^s to the mere money> 
we citizens indeed are odd kind of folks, and 
always expeft good fecurity for what we advance^ 

L.Old. Sirjohn'sperfon, hisfortune, every 

Thomas. Nay, nay, nay, upon this Qccafion v/e 
will not be troubled with land : If you, fifter, 
will place as a pledge my fair coufm in the hand^ 
pf my fon 

X. Old. I freely rcfign her difpofal to you. 
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Sir John. And I. 

Thomas. Then be happy/my children! And 
as to my young coulins within, I hope we fhsll 
be able to fettle them without Sir Matthew's 
afliftance : For, however praifeworthy the fpirit 
of adventure may be, whoever keeps his poft, 
and does his duty at home, will be found to ren- 
der his country beft fervice at laft ! [Exeunh 
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PROLOGUE, 

Written and Spoken by Mr. FOOTE. 



SEVERE their Tafk, who in this critic Age, 



^^^ O With frefli Materials furnifli out the Stage } 
Not that our Father's drain'd the comic Store 
Frefli Charadlers fpring up as heretofore— 
Nature with Novelty docs ftill abound; 
On every Side frefh Follies may be found. 
But then the Tafte of every Gueft to hit* 
To pleafc at once, the Gajl'ry, Box, and Pit; 
Kequire's at leaft-~no common Shue of Wit. 

Thofe, who adorn the Orb of higher Life, 
Demand the lively Rake, or modifli Wife; 
Whilft they, who in a lower Circle move. 
Yawn at their Wit, and flumber at their Love. 
If light, low Mirth employs the comic Scene, 
Such Mirth, as drives from vulgar Minds the Spleen j 
The polilh'd Critic damns the wretched Stuff, 
And cries, — " 'twill pleafe the Gall'ries well enough," 
Such jarring' Judgments who can reconcile. 
Since Fops will frown, where humble Traders fmile? 

To dafli the Poet's incffeaual Claim, 
And quench his TbJrft for univerfal Fame, 
The Grecian Fabulifl, in moral Lay, 
Has thus addrefs'd the Writers of this Day. 

k Once on a Time, a Son and Sire we're told| 
; Stripling tender, and the Father eld* 

B a Parclus'd 
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PurchasM a Jack-Afs at a country Fair, 

To eafc^their ]Lrimbs, and hawk about their Ware : 

But us the fla^gifii 'Animal was wicak, ^ •- 

They fearM, if both fhould mount, his Black wou'd break : 

(fjb gels the Soy V the fi3ithei^Jead$ the Afs> t : ,. 

And through the gazing Crowd attempts to. pafs ; 

Forth'' from thcf TJirDng* the Grey-'lieardsrho^tlle ojut^ ,- r 

And hail 0ie Cav^oufp , with feeble Stiout. 

*^ This the Refped to reverend . A^e. you ihew i ... 

*< And this the Duty you to Parents owe ? 

'^ He beats the Hoof, and jrou are fet aftride ; : 

** Sirrah ? get down, and let your Father ride." 

As Grecian Lads were feldom void , of Grace, 

The decent, duteous Youth, .refignM his Place. 

Then a freih Murmur through the Rabble ran; 

l^ys. Girls, Wives, Widows, all attack the Man/ 

^^ Sure never was brute Beaft To void of Nature ! 

** Have you no Pity for the pretty Creature ? , , 

*' To your own Baby can you be unkind ? 

" Here— 5«>f^, 5///, Bitty— put the Child behin^/V * ' 

Old Dapple next, the Clowns Compaffion claim'd ;. 

*' *Tis Wonderment, them Boobies ben't afham'd* 

*' Two at a Time upon a poor dumb.Beaft ! . 

*' They might as well have carried he at leaft,'* 

The Pair, ftill pliant to the partial Voice, 

Difmount and bear the Afs — Then what a Noife ' 

Huzzas — Loud Laughs, low Gibe, and bitter Joke^ ' 

From the yet filent Sire, thefe Words provoke. 

** Proceed, my Boy, nor heed their farther Call, 

« Vain his Attempt, who ftriyes to pleafc them all I" 



EPILOGUE, 



E P I L O G U E» 

Written by a Lady, 
And Spoken by Mrs. CLIVE. 

WE L L — thank my Stars, that I have done my Ta(k, 
. And no^ thrpw ofFthis aukward, ideot Mfik. 
Cou'ct i£c Aippsiil t^l^ Circle fp.r$fin'di , \ 

Who feek thofe Pleafures that improve the Mind, 
Cou'd from fuch vulgarifms feel Delight ; 
Or laugb »t Chara^ers, fo unpolite r 
Who c6me to l?lays; io fee, and to' be feen ; 
Not to hear Things that fhock, or give the Spleen ; 




** Laft 2tt^jf {^ighfrfr-Tbere wa Vt a Cpeature ^h^ 
** Not a male *Thmg to hand one to one's Chaiy. ' -* *^ 
** Divine .Aftjgtrrfi. What a Swell has (ti^h\j:.['j;\':b2 







O ! Such a Suftin^v.te) upon B ! Jry 

♦* Ma'am, wft^h 'ffieV cjiiftfe' in Voice fhc'll go to Ol^^^ 
« Lord," fay»wyiMW&>S*i7v*—** here's a PotheiriVni; 7 
** Go where ihe will, JL'll n^ver fee another*'* t * - ^t 
Her Ladyflii'i^,^iraff ^JfoaTd 'with Londbtt'Air, ^>^«-iH 
And brought f 5 Tomnjoffrthc %hts-and (fare. ^^ '^, ;r 
^^ fine Singing that !-*-rm lure It s more like fcreaming: 
*^ To me, 1 vow, they're all a Pack of Wdmen I 

Oh Qafb^ L-7;JniH»niana ! — TrajjK>nune U a. - ^ -. 

Does Wbt tkii Cir^ature cfcme hori^lhidditiiitdni ?-?T^'^ 
«« Look, look^3ny*9# Ids* goggles !--H4eter. te^M 

quiet ; 
*« Dear Lady Bdl^ for fliame ! You'll make a Riot. 
** Why will they mix with us to make this Rout ? 
Brine in a Bill, my Lord, to keep 'em out* 
We'll have a Tafte Aft, faith !"— n^y Lord replied.; ' 
** And fliutout all, that are not qualified." 
Thus Ridicule is bounded like a Ball, 7 

Struck by the Great, then anfwer'd by the Small j ?- 

While we, at Times, return it to you all. 3 

A (kilful Hand will ne'er your Rage provoke ; , 
For though it hits you, you'll applaud the Strok^e } 
Let it but only glance, you'll never frown ; 
Nay, you'll forgive^ tho't knocks your Neighbour down* 

B 3 \:it>5Ec>5Cv^ 
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A C T I. 

Governor Cape, and Rob;n. 

Governor. AND he believes me dead, Robin f 
•*^ Rob. Moft certainly* 

Gov. You have given him no Intimation that 
bi$ Fortui)e$ might mend, 

Rob. Not a diftant Hint. 

Qov. How did he receive the News ? 

Rob. C^lmily enough : When I told him that 
hi$^Hppes from abroad were at an End, that 
the Friend of his deceafed Father thought he 
had. done enough in putting it in his Power to 
earn his own Livelihood, he replied 'twas no 
more th9ri.be ha(| long expeded; charged me 
with his warmeifl: Acknowledgments to his con- 
cealed 3^liefa<fl'or5 tbanKed me for my Care, 
^K'd.and left me. 

B 4 ' Gov. 
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Gov. And how has he lived fince ? 

Roi. Poorly, but honeftly : To hifr Pen he 
owes all his Subfiftence. I am fure my Heart 
bleeds for him : Confider, Sir, to what Temp-- 
tations you expofe-him. 

Gov. The fevercr his Trials, the greater h|s 
Triumph. Shall the Fruits of my noneft Irf- 
duftry, the Purchafe of many Perils, be lavifli'd 
on a lazy luxurious Booby, who has no other 
Merit than being born five-and-twenty Years 
after me? N6^ no;, Jtobin; him,>aiid aPrpfu- 
fion of Debts were all that the £:ihravagance of 
his Mother left me. 

Rob. You loved her. Sir. 

Gov. Fondly. — nay, fooliflily, or Ncceflity 
had not compelled me to feekfor Shelter in ano^ 
ther Climate. 'Tis true. Fortune has been fa- 
vourable to my Labours, and when George con^ 
vinces nie that he iriherits my Spirit, he (hall 
ihare my Property; not elfe. . 

Rob. Confider, Sir, he hasi hot yqiir Oppoi'-i 
tunities.. 

Gov. Nor had! his Education. - - 

Rob. As the World goes, the worftyou cou'd 
have given him. Lack-a-day, Learning, Learn- 
ing, Sir, is no Commodity for this .Market.; no- 
thing makes Money here. Sir, but Money \; or 
fome certain faftiionable Qualities that yon 
would not wifliyaur Son to poflefs. " 

Gov. Learning ufelefs? lmpofiit)re l-^Where 
are the O^^fords^ the Halifaxesy the.' great PrD^ 
tedlors and Patrons of the liberal Arts ? 

Rob. Patrpn f~The Word has loft its 17A ;' 

"ruinca Slibfcriptibn at fhe Requ?(t (jfSi La*cjy» 

^ ^ whoft 
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• ■ ■ 

whofcCR^mbermald IS acquainted with the Au-',. 

thor, may be nov^ and theh pick'd up Pro- 

tcdlors ! — ^Why I dare believe thiere's more Mo- 
ney laid out upon IJlingtonT\irnip\\i(^'i\i aMonth^ 
than upon dl the learned Men in (jreat Bri-^, 
/tfi» in fcven Years, 

Gov. And yet thePrefs groans with their Prby 
duftions. How do they all exift ? . 

Ro6'. In Garrets, Sir; as, if you will {fep tqi 
your Son's Apartment in the next Street,'' yoltj 
wilKfee. '^•'- 

Goo. But what Apology ihall we pfialce Iqt 
the Vifit ^ * * / '^: 

Ro6. — r-That you want the Aid df his Pro^ 
feflion ; a well penn'd Addrefs how; from -the 
Subjects of your late Government, with your 
gracious Reply, to put into the New^-papcrs. ' 

Gov. Aye i is that Part of his Pradice ? — 
Well, lead on, RoSin. 

Scene iJraivs and dif covers Young Cape with 

the Printer's Devil. . 

m * 

1 

Cape; Prythee go ' about thy buftnefs — ^Va- 
nifbf dear Devil. ' * 

Devil. Mafler bid me not come without the 
Proofi he fays as how there ^re, two .other An- 
swers ready for the Prefs, and 'if your's don't 
come out a Saturday \^ovCt ^zy {oi th^ Pa- 
per ; but you are always fo Uzy;t I have tobre 
Plague with you — There's Mr. Guzzle, the 
Traplfator, never keeps* me a-Minute — unlefs 
the poor Gentlcpiai) happens to be fqddled.* 

c 
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Capi. Why, you little footy, fniv*ling, dia-» 
bolical Puppy, is it not fuffioient to be plagued 
with thp Stupidity of your abfurd Mafter^ but 
i muft be pcfter'd with your Imperti1ii9p.cc? 

DeviL Impertinenge ! — Marry, come up, I . 
keep as good Company as your Worfhip evisry 

Day in the; Year ^-Thcr^'s Mafter Clench^ in 

Isittle iBritain^ does not thii)^ it beneath him to 
take Part of a Pot of Porter with mej, tho' her 
has wrote two Volumes x)f Lives in Quarto, 
and has a Folio a coming out in Numbers. 

Cape. Harky*, Sirrah, if you don't quit the 
Room this inflant, TU fhew you a (horter Way 
Into the Street than the Stairs. 

DeviL I fliall favc you the Trouble-r-Giva 
me the French Book that you took the Story 
from for the laft Journal. 

Cape. Take it (throws it at him.) 

DeviL What, d*ye think it belongs to ^ the 
Circulating Library, or that it is one of your 
own Performances, that you 

Cape. You fhall have a larger — fExit Devit. 
'Sdeath ! a pretty Situation I am in ! And are 
thefe the Fruits I am to reap from a longt la« 
borious and cxpenfivc— - 

Re-enter Devil. 

DeviL I had like to have forgot, herd's your 
Week's Pay for the News-paper, five and five-, 
pence, which with the two-and-a-penny, Maf-* 
terpafs'd his Word for to Mrs. Su^s,yourW^Qx'^ 
er-woman, makes the three half Crowns, 

Cape, iay it on, the Table, 

DeviL ilerc's'a Man on the Stairs wants you ; 

by 
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by the Shcepiflinefs of his Looks, and the Shah- 
binefs of his Drefs, he's either a Pick^pocket, 
or Poet — Here, walk in, Mr. What-d^ye^falU 
*um^ the Gentleman's at Home'. 

(Surveys the Figure 9. laughs^ and exit.) 

Enter Poet. 

Poet. Your name, I pfefume, isCafie. ": 

Cape^ You have hit it. Sir. 

Poet. Sir, I beg Pardon j you are a Gentle^ 
man that write ? 

Cape. Sometimes. 

Poet. Why, Sir, my Cafe,, in a Word, is this ; 
I, like you, have long been a Retainer of 'the 
Mufes, as you may fee by their Livery. 

Cape. They have not difcarded you, I hope. 

Poet. No, Sir, but their upper Servants, the 

Bookfellers, have.-- 1 printed a Colle6tion of 

Jefts upon my own Account, ;and they have 
ever fince refufed to employ me; you, Sir, Ihear^ 
are in their Graces : Now I have brought you. 
Sir, three Imitations of Juvenal in Profe ; "Tul^ 
fy^s Ofation for Mi/o, in blank Verfe ; two Ef- 
fays on the Britijh Herring Fifliery, with a large 
Colle<£bion ofRebuffes; which, if you will dif- 
pofe of to them, in your own Name, we'll dir 
vide the Profits. 

Cape. 1 4m .really. Sir, forry for your Dlftrcfs, 
but I have a larger Cargo of my own manufac* 
turing than they chufe to engage in. 

Poet. That's pity ; you have nothing in the 
CQmpiling or index Way, that you wou'd in^ 
frit ft to the Care of another ? 

Cape. Nothing. 

:Pqet. YW do it at half Price* 

Cape. 
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Cape. Ttn concern'dit is not in my Power at 
jpreient to be ufeful to you ; but if this Triflje — 

Poet. Sir^ yoiir Servant. Shall I leave yoii 
any of my - 

Cape. By no Means. 

Poet. An Eflay, or an^Qde ? 

Cape.. Not a Line. 

Poet. Your Very obedient,— r. .. fExit^V.o^t^ 
^.^\Cape. Poor Jellow ! and how far ani I re- 
moved from his Condition ? Virgilh^A his Po/- 
Ho ; Horace his Mecattas ; Martial his Pliny '•• 
M* Proteftors are ^Title-page^ the Publifhcr 5 
)Fj^>»^^ the'Bc^ and /«^(?x, the PrinFer. 

'A mdff iioblc U'riuRivirate ; ahd'the jR^afcals afe 
as profcriptive and arbitrary, as the famous Ro^ 
man one, into the Bargain « . . 

•'• '• • 'Enter Sprightlv. '--- 

. ^//'/.'Whatl. in. Soliloquy, George? Recit- 
ipg ibme of the'Pleafantrics, I fubpofc, in your 
new Piece. 

U^T^^, My Diipofitipn has, at' prefent, y?ry 
little of thp Vis Comica. *■ . . \ . 
■^ ^.iSj^r/.. What's the Matter?^ ' 

\.tape. Survey jji at Mafspr Wealth upon -the 
Table; all my own,' andearn'd in little mort 
than a Week... . ^. . , ^ 

Spri. WhyV/tis an incxhaiiftible Mine ?. ! . .\: 

'Cape. Ay, and delivered.to me, too, with'all 
th^ fpft Civility of Billing/gate^ by a Prii^(ief*S 
prinie Minifter, caJl'd a Devil. 

Spr-i. I met the Jmp upon the /Stairs; but t 
thought thefe Midwives to tlie'Mufes, were the 
Idolizcrs of you,, their favourite Sons.. "' ^ ^^ 
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Cape. Our Tyrants, Tom. Had I indeed a 
pofthumous Piece' of Infidelity^ or an amorous 
Novel, decorated with lufcioiis Copper-plates, 
the Slaves would be civil enough. 
' SprL Why don't you piiblifti your owa 
Works ? 

Qape. What ! and paper my Room with 'cm ? 
No, no, that will never do 5 there are Secrets 
in all Trades; oiiirs is one great Myftery, but 
the Explanation wbu'd be too tedious at prefent* 
' Spri. Then why don't you divert your At- 
tention to fomc other Objedl ?, 

Cape. That Sub|ci3; was employing my 
Thoughts. 

Spri. How have you refolved ? 

Cape. I have, I think, at prefent, two Strings 
to my Bow; if my Comedy fucceeds, it buys 
me a Commiffion ; if my Miftrefs, my Laura, 
proves kind, I am fettled for Life; but if both 
my Cords fnap, adieu to the Quill, and wel- 
come the Mufket. 

Spri. Heroically determined ! — But a proptn 
— ^how proceeds your honourable Paflion ? 

Cape. But flowly — I believe I have a Friend 
in her Heart, but a moft potent Enemy in her 
Head : You know, I am poor, and (he is pru- 
dent. With regard to her Fortune too, 1 be- 
lieve her Brother's Cpnfcnt effentially neceffary 

But you pronjiifcd to miake me acquainted 

with him. 

Spri. I expe^l him here every Inftant. He 
may, Geor^e^ be ufeful to you in more than one 
Capacity ; if your Comedy is not crouded, he is 
a Charader^ I can tell you, that will make no 
contemptible Figure in it. 
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Cape. His Sifter gave me a Sketch of Jiim 
fjtft Summer. 

^pri^ A Sketch can never convey him* His 
Peculiarities require infinite Labour and high 
Fitiifhing. 

Cape. Give me the Out-lines. 

"Spri. He is a Compound of Contrarieties ^ 
Pride and Meannefs ; Folly and Archnefs : Ac 
the fame Time that he wou'd take the Wall of a 
Prince of the Blood* he would not fcrttple eating 
a fry'd Saufage at the Mews-^Gate. There is* a 
Minutenefs^ now and then, in his Defcriptions j 
and fome whimfical, unaccountable Turns ia 
his Converfation, that are entertaining efiough : 
But the Extravagance and Oddity of his Man- 
ner, and the Boaft of his Birth, copapleat his 
Charafter, 

Cape. But how will a Perfon of his Pride and 
Pedigree, rclifli the Humility of this Apartment ? 

Spri. Oh, he is prepared — You are, George^ 
tho' prodigioufly learn'd and ingenious, an ab- 
ffradled Being, odd and whimfical ; the Cafe 
with all you great Genius's : You love the fnug, 
<he Chimney-corner of Life ; and retire to this 
obfcure Nook, merely to avoid the Importunity 
of the Great. 

Cape. Your Servant But what Attra6lioa 

can a Character of this Kind have for Mr. Cad-* 
njoallader ? 

Spri. Infinite ! next to a Peer, he honours a 
Poet : And modeftly imputes his not making a 
Figure in the learned World himfclf to the Ne- 
gleft of his Education — hufti ! he's on the Stairs 

on with your Cap, and open your Book. 

Remember great Dignity and Abfence. 
^ , Enter 
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filter Vamp. > 

Cape. Oh, no ; 'tis Mr. Vamp: Your Com- 
manck, good Sir ? 

y&nip. I have a Woi*d, Matter Cape^ for your 
^rivdtd Ear. 

Cape. You may communicate ; this Gentle^ 
man is a Friend. 

Vamp. An Author? 

Cape. Vduminous. 

Vamp. In what Way ? 

Cape. Univcrfal. 

Vdmpx Blefs me ) he's very young, and tt^ 
teedingiy well rigg'd \ what, a good Subfcrip- 
tion, I reckon. 

Cape. Not a Month from Ley den ; an admir-^ 
able Theologift ! he ftudy'd it in Germany ; if 
you (hduld want fuch a Thing now, as ten or a' 
dozen Manufcript Sermons, by a deceased Cler- 
gyman, I believe hie can fupply you. 

Vamp. No. 

Cape. Warranted Originals. 

Vamp. No, no, I don't deal in the Sermon 
Wayi now; I loft Mohey by the laft I printed, 
for all 'twas wrote by aMcthodift; but, I believe. 
Sir, if they be'nt long, and have a good deal of 
Xati& in ^em, I can get you a Chap. 

SpfL For what. Sir ? 

Vamp. The Manufcript Sermons you have 
wrote, and want to difpofe of, 
Spri. Sermons that I have wrote ? 
Vamp. Ay, ay; Mafter Cape h^s been telling 



Spri. He has; I am mightily obfig'^ td h^ 
' Vimp. Nay, nay, don't be afraid ; Til keep 
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Conncil ; old Vamp had not k^pt a Shop fo lorigi 
at the Turnftile, it he did not know how to be 
iecrct ; why, in the Year Forty-five; when I 
was in the treafonable Way, I never fqueak'd i 
I never jgave up but one i^nthor in my Life, 
and he was dying of a ConfumptioUi fo it never 
came to a Trial. 

Spri. Indeed! 

Vamp. Never-- ^look here f Shews the Side 

of bis Head) crop'd clofe f — bare as a Board ! 
•—and for nothing in the World but an inno- 
cent Book of Bawdy, as I hope for Mercy : Oh I 
the Laws are very hard, very fevere upon us. 

Spru You have given roe. Sir, fo pofitive a 
Proof of your Secreiy that you may rely upon 
my CoQununication* 

Vamp. You will be fa fe ■ b ut gadfo^ we 
muft mind Bufinefs, tho' ; here, Mafter Cape^ 
you muft provide me with three taking Titles 
for thefe Pamphlets, and if you can think of a 
pat Latin Motto for the largcft 

Cape. They (hall be done. 

Vamp. Do fo, do io. . Books are like Women, 
Mafter C^/>^; toftrike, they muftbe well-drcfs*d ; 
fine Feathers make fine Birds ; a good Paper, 
an elegant Type, a handfome Motto, and a 
catching Title, has drove many a dull Treatife 
thro' three Editions — — Did you know Harry 
Handy ? 

Spri. Not that I recolleft. 

Vamp. He was a pretty Fellow ; he had his 
Latin, ad anguem^ as they fay ; he would have 
turn'd you a Fable of Dry den ^^ or an Epiftle of 
}^(ipe% into Latin Verfe in a twinkling ; except 

Peter 
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Peter Hafty the Voyage-writer, he was as great 
a Lofs to the Trade as any within my Memory. 

Cape. What carry 'd him off ? 

Vamp. A Halter; hang'd for clipping and coin- 
ings Mafter Cape ; I thought there was fome- 
thing the Matter by his not coming to our Shop 
for a Month or two: He was a pretty Fellow ! 

Spri. Were you a great Lofer by his Death ? 

Vamp. I can't fay: as he had taken to 

another Courfe of Living, his Execution made 
a Noife; it fold me feven Hundred of his Tranf- 
lations, befides his lafl dying Speech and Con- 
feflion ; I got it ; he was mindful of his Friends 
in his laft Moments : He was a pretty Fellow ! 

Cape. You have no farther Commands, Mr. 
Vamp ? 

Vamp. Not at prefent ; about the Spring Til 
deal with you, if we can agree forli Couple of 
Volumes in Odavo. 

Spri. Upon what Subjed ? 

Vamp. I . leave that to him ; Mafter Cape 
knows what will do, tho* Novels are a pretty 
light Summer reading, and do tery well at 
Tunbridge^ Briftolf and the other watering Pla- 
ces : No bad Commodity for the Weji-India 
Trade neither ; let em be Novels, Mafter Cape. 

Cape. You fliall be certainly fupply'd. 

Vamp. I doubt notj pray how does Index go 
on wi^h your Journal- ? 

Cape. He does not complain. 

Vamp. Ah, I knew the Time — ^ — but you 
have over-ftock!d the Market. Titlepage and I 
had once lik'd to have engaged in a Paper. We 
had got a young Cantab for the EfTays; a pretty 
Hiftorian from -/i^^r^^^« 5 . and an Attorney's 

C Clerk 
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Clerk for the true Intelligence; but I don't know 
how, it drop'd for Want of a Politician. 

Cape. If in that Capacity I can be of any-— 

Famp. No, thank you. Mailer Cape ; in half 
a Year's Time/ I have a Grandfon of my own 
that will come in ; he's now in training as a 
Waiter at the C^coa-Tree CofFec-houfe ; I intend 
giving him the Run of Jonathans for three 
Months to underftand Trade and the Funds ; 
and then TU ftart him— — no, no, you have 
enough on your Hands ; flick to your Bufinefs : 
and d'ye hear, 'ware clipping and coining ; re- 
member Harry Handy i he wa? a pretty Fellow ! 

(Exit. 

Spri. And Fm fure thou art a moft extraorr 
dinary Fellow ! Butpry thee, George^ what cou^d 
provoke thee to make me a Writer of Sermons I 

Cape. You fcein'd defirous of being ac-. 
quainted with our Bufmcfs, and I knew old 
Vamp wou'd let you more into the Secret in five 
Minutes, than I cou'd in as many Hours. 

(Knocking below ^ loud.} 

Spri. Cape, to your Port; here they arc 
c'faith, a Coachful ! Let's fee, Mr. and Mrs. 
Cadwqllader^ andyour Flame, theSifter,asI live. 

(Cad wall ader without) 

Pray, by the Bye, han't you a Poet abpye ? 

(Without.) Higher up. 

Cad. Egad, I wonder what makes your Po- 
ets have fuch an Averfion to middle Floors— r 
they are always to be found in chc Extremities ^ 
in Garrets, or Cellars , , ._. 
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)Bter Mr. and Mrs. Cadwallader and 
Akabhlla. 

CaJ. Ah ! Sprightly ! 

Spri. Hufli! 

Cad. Hey, what's the Matter ? 

Spri. Hard at it; untwifting fome knotty 
Point ; totally abforb'd ! 

Cad. Gadlo ! what, that's he ! Becky Bell, 
there he is, egad, as great a Poet, and as inge- 
nious a what's he about ? Hebrew ? 

Spri. Weaving the whole JEneid into a Tra- 
gedy : I have been here this half Hour, but he 
has not nurk'd me yet. 

Cad. Cou'd not I take a Peep ? 

I Spri. An Earthquake wou'd not rouze him. 
Cad. He feems in a damn'd Paflion. 
Cape. The Belt of Pa/las / nor Prayers, nor 
■"ears, nor fupplicating Gods ftiall fave thee 
ow 
I' 
les, 



. Cad. Hey! Zounds, what the Devil ? who ? 

Cape. Pallas ! te hoc vulnere, Pallas 

Immolat, ^ peenam fcelerato ex /anguine fumit. 
Cad. Damn your Palacej I wiih I was well 
lit of your GaTet. 

^ Cape. Sir, I beg ten thoufand Pardons : La- 
3ies, your moft devoted. You wili excufe me. 
Sir, but being juft on the Cataftrophe of my 
Tragedy, I am afraid the poetic Furor may have 
betray'd me into fome Indecency. 

Spri. Oh, Mr. Cadwallader is too great a 
Genius himfelf, not to allow for thefe intem- 
perate Sallies of a heated Imagination. 

Cad. Genius ! Look ye hear, Mr. What's- 
your-^namt ? 
Cape. Cape. 

"a Cad, 
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Cad. Cape! True; tho' by the. Bye hcrc^^ 
hey! You live deviliili high; \but perhaps you 
may chufe that for Exercife, hey !! Sprightly t 
Genius! Look'e here, Mr. CapCy I had as pret- 
ty natural Parts, as fine Talents ! — but between 
you and I, I had a damn'd Fool of a Guardian » 

an ignorant, illiterate, ecod he eou'd as footi 

pay the national Debt as write his own Name, 
and fo was refolv'd to make his Ward no wifcr 
than bimfelf, I think. 

Spri. Oh ! fye, Mr. Cadwallader^ you doq't 
do yourfelf Juftice. 

Cape. Indeed, Sir, wc muft contradidt you,, 
we can't fufFer this Defamation. I have more 
than once heard Mr.' Cadwalladers literary Ac- 
quifitions loudly talk'd of. 

Cad. Have you? no, no, it can't be, 

hey 1 tho' let me tell you, laft Winter, before 
I had the Meafles, I cou'd have made as good a 
Speech upon any Subjedl, in Italian^ French^ 

German but I am ail unhing'd; all ^Oh! 

Lord, Mr. Cape, this x^^Becky ; my dear jB^r>^, 

Child, this is a great Poet ah, but fhedoes 

not know what that is a little foplifli or fb^ 

butof a very .good. Family-— here Beefy, Child, 
won't you afk Mr. Cape to come and fee you ? 

Mrs. Cad. As Dicfy fays, I (hall be glad to 
fee you at our Houfe, Sir. 

Cape. I have too great a Regard for my own 
Happinefs, Ma'am, to mifs fo certain an Op- 
portunity of creating it. 
Mrs. Cad. Hey ! What ? 
Cape. My Inclinations, as well as my Duty, 
I fay, will compel me to obey your kind In- 
junctions, 

Mrs. Cad. 
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.Mrs. Cad. What doe§. he fay, our Bell? 

.Arab. Oh, that he can have no greater 
Pleafure than waiting on you. 

Mrs. Cad. I'm fure that's more his Goodnefs 
than my Defert ; but when you be'rit better en- 
gaged we (hou'd be glad of your Conipany of an.^ 
Evening to make one with our i)icky\ Siftei: Eell^ 
and I, at Whifk and Swabbers. 

Cad. Hey, ecod do, Cape^ come and look at 
her Grotto and Shells and fee what (he has got 
.^—wcll, he'll come. Beck, — ecod do, and fhe'Il 
come to the third Night of your Tragedy, hey ! 

won't you. Beck? is'nt fhc a fine Girl? 

hey, you ; humour her a little, do ; hey. 

Beck I he fays you are as fine a Woman as ever 
he— ecod who knows but he may make a Ci^py 
of Verfes on you ? — there, go, and have a little 
Chat with her, talk any" Nonfenfe to her, no 
Matter what ;. (he's a damn'd Fool, and won^'t 
know the Difference — there, go. Beck — well. 
Sprightly^ hey ! what are you and Bell like to 
come together ? Oh, ecod, they tell me, Mr. 
Sprightly^ that you have frequently Lords and 
Vifcounts and Earls, that take a Dinner with 
you; now I (hou'd look upon it as a very par- 
ticular Favour, if you would invite me at the 
fame Time, hey ! will you ? 

Spri. You may depend on it^, 

Cad. Will you ? Gad, that's kind ; for bo- 
tween you and I, Mr. Sprightly, I am of as 
antient a Family as the bcft of thcm^ and Peo- 
ple of Fa(hion Unou'd know one another, you 
know. " 

Spri. By all manner of Means. 

C 3 ' Cad. 
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Cad. Hey ! (hould not they fo ? When yixM 
have any Lord» or Baron^ nay egad^ if it be but 
a Baronet^ or a Member of Parliament^ I flibu'd 
take it as a Favour. 

Spri. You will do them honour ; they mufl: 
all have heard of the Antiquity of your Houfe. 

Cad. Antiquity! hey! Beck^ vnihtxc^s nvf 
Pedigree ? 

Mrs. Cad^ Why at Home, lock'd up in the 
Butler's Pantry. 

Cad. In the Pantry ! What the Devil, how 
often have I bid you never to come out with- 
out it? 

Mrs. Cad. Lord I What fignifies carrying 
fuch a lumbVing Thing about ? 

Cad. Signifies I- you are a Fool, Beck^ why 
fuppofe we ihould have any Difputes when we 
are abroad, about Precedence ? how the Devil 
(hall we be able to fettle it ? But you (hall fee 
it at Home. Oh Becky j come hither, we will 
refer our Dilpute to (^1 bey go apart.) 

Arab. Well, Sir, your Friend has prevaiFd i 
you are acquainted with my Brother ; but what 
Ufe you propofe 

Cape. The Pleafurc of a more frequent Ad- 
miffion to you. 

Arab. That all ? 

Cape. Who knows but a ftri£t intimacy with 
Mr. Cadwallader may in Time incline him to 
favour my Hopes ? 

Arab. A fandy Foundation ! Cou'd he be 
prevail'd upon to forgive your Want of Fortune; 
the Obfcurity, or at leafl Uncertainty, of your 
^irth, will prove an unfurmountable Bar. 

Cad. 
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Cad. Hotd, hold, hold, Beck ; pounds ! you 
arc fo 
Spri. Well, but hear him out, Ma'am. 
Cape. Confider we have but an Inftant. 
What Projea? What Advice ? • 

iAra^k O fyc ! You would be a(ham'd to re- 
ceive Succour from a weak Woman ! Poetry is 
your Profeflion, you know ; fo that Plots, Con- 
trivances, and an the Powers of Imagination^ 
are mo,re peculiarly your Province. 
Cape. Is this a Seafon to rally ? 
Cad. Hold, hold, hold ; afk Mr. Cape. 
Arab. To be ferious then \ if you have any 
Point to gain with my Brother, your Applica- 
tion muft be made to his better Part. 

Cape. I underftand you; plough with the 
Heifer. 

Arab. A delicate Allufion, on my Word; 
but take this Hint — Amongft her Paffions, Ad- 
miration, or rather Adoration, is the principal. 
Cape. Oh ; that is her Foible ? 
Arab. One of them ; againft that Fort you 
muft plant your Batteries — But here they are. 

Mrs. Cadi I tell you, you are a nonfenfeMan, 
and I won't agree to any fuch Thing : Why 
what fignifies a Parliament Man ? You make 
fuch a Rout indeed. 

Cad. Hold, Becky y my Dear, don't be in a 
Pailion now, hold ; let us reafon the Thing a 
little, my Dear. 

Mrs. Cad. I tell you I won't ; what's the 
Man an Oafe ? I won't reafon, I hate reafon, 
and fo there's an End on't. 

Cad. Why then you are obftinate ecod, per- 
▼crfe, hey 1 But my Dear, now, Becky ^ that's a 

C 4 good 



24 "The A U T H O R. 

good Girl : Hey ! 'come, hold, hold— — Egad^ 
we'll refer it to Mr. Cape. 

Mrs. Cad. Defer it to who you will, it will 
iignify nothing. 

Cape. Blefs me, what's the Matter, Madami ? 
Surcf, Mr. Cadwallader, you muft have been to 
blames no inconfiderable Matter coii'd have 
ruffled the natural Softnefs of that tender and 
delicate Mind. 

Arab. Pretty well commenced. 

Mrs. Cad. Why he's always a Fool, I think ; 
he wants to fend our little Dicky to School, and 
make him a Parliament Man.^ 

Cape. How old is Matter, Ma'am ? 

Mrs. Gad. Three Years and a Quarter, come 
Lady-day. 

Cape^ The Intention is rather early. 
Cad. Hey! early, hold, hold; but Becky, 
miftakes the Thing, egad Til tell you the 
whole Affair. 

Mrs. Cad. You had better hold your chat- 
tering, fo you had. 

Cad. Nay, pry thee, my Dear ; Mr. Spright-- 
fyy do, flop her Mouth, hold, hold ; the Matter, 
Mr. Cape^ is this. Have you ever feen my Dicky ? 

Cape. Never. 

Cad. No ? Hold, hold, egad he's a fine, a fen- 
lible Child ; I tell Becky he's like her, to keep 
her in Huniour.; but between you and I he has 
more Senfe already, than all her Family put to- 
gether. Hey ! Becky ! is not Dicky the Pi<fture 
of you? He's a fweet Child ! Now, Mr. Cape, 
you muft know, I want to put little Dicky to 
School ; now between — hey ! you, hold, you, 
hold, the great Ufc of a School is, hey ! egad, 

for 



n'e A U T H O R. ^5 

for Children to make Acquaintances, that may 
hereafter be ufeful to them j for between yoti 
and I, . as to what they learn there, does not 
lignify Two-pence, 

Cape. Not a Farthing. ' 
Cad. Does it, hey ? Now this is our Difpuie, 
whether poor little Dicky ^ he'^ a fweet Boy,^ 
jfliall go to Mr. ^te-Genius's at Edgware, and 
make an Acquaintance with my young I-iord 
Knapy the el deft Son of the Earl of Fr;W, or to 
Doctor Ticklepifchers* at Barnet, to form % 
Friendfhip with young Stocks, the rich Broker's 
only Child. 

Cape. And for which does the Lady deter-^ 
mine? 

Cad. Why I have told her the Cafe ; fays I^ 
Becky 9 my Dear; who knows, \i Dkky goes to 
^a- Genius's, but my Lord Knap may take 
fuch a Fancy to him, that upon the Death of 
his Father, and he comes to be Earl of Prize, 
he may make poor little Dicky a Member of 
Parliament ? Hey ! Cape ? 

Mrs. Cad. Ay, but then if Dicky goes to 
^ick/epitcAers who can tell but young Stocks, 
when he comes to his Fortune, may lend faim 
Money if he wants it? 

Cad. And if he does not want it, he won't 
take after his Father, hey ! Well, what's your 
Opinion, Matter ]C<//^? 

Cape. Why, Sir, I can't but join with the 
Lady, iN^oney. is the main Article ; it i& that 
that make^thc Mare to go. 

Cad. Hey ! egad, and the Alderman too, 
you; fo Dicky- may ^bc^a- Member, and a Fig 
for my Lord : Well, Becky, be quiet, he (hall 
ftick to Stocks. 
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Mrt. Cad. Ay let n ; I was fure as how I 
was right. 

Cad. WelU hufh Becky. Mr. Cdpe^ will yoa 
cat a Bit with us to-day^ hey ! will you ? 

Cape. You command me. 

Cad. That's kind; why then jB^^^Sy and jBri/ 
fliall ftep and order the Cook to tofs up a little^ 
nice-^Hey ! will you, Becky ? Do, and I'll 
bring Cape. 

Mrs. Cad. Ay, with all my Heart. WclU 
Mr. Wbat'iye-caU'um^ the Poet; ccod the 
Man's well enough— Your Servant. 

Cape. I am a little too much in Di(habille, 
to oTOr your Ladyfhip my Hand to your Coach. 

Cad. P(haw ! never mind. 111 do it-^Here 
you have Company coming. 

(Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Cad. and AraK 

Enter Governor and Robin. 

Cape. Ah, Mafter Robin \ 

Robin. Why, you have a great Levee this 
Morning, Sir. 

Cape. Ay Robin, there's no obfcuring ex- 
traordinary Talents. 

Rob. True, Sir ; and this Friend of mine 
begs to claim the Benefit of them. 

Cape. Any Friend of yours : But how can I 
be ferviceable to him ? 

Rob. Why, Sir, he is lately returned from a 
profitable Government ; and, as you know the 
unfatisfied Mind of Man, no fooner is one Ob- 
jed poiiefs'd, but another ftarts up t o 

Cape. A Truce to moralizing^ dear Rabin, 

to the Matter! I anit little bufy. 
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Rob. In a Word then, this Gentleman, 
having a good deal of Wealth, is delirous of a 
little Honour. 

Cape. How can I confer it ? 
Rob, Your Pen may. 
Cape. I don't uncieri'land you. 
Rob. Why touch him up a handfome com- 
plimentary Addrefs from ]i;5 Colony, by Way of 
prailing the Prudence ot his Adminillration, 

his Juftice, Valour, Benevolence, and ■ 

Cape. I am forry 'tis impoffible for me now 
to mifunderftand you. The Obligations I owe 
you, Robin, nothing can canctl ; othcrwife, 

this wou'd prove our laft Interview. Your 

Friend, Sir, has been a little miftaken, in re- 
commending me as a Perfon fit for your Purpofe. 
L Letters have been always my Paflion, and indeed 
I are now my ProftiTion j but tho' I am the 
■ Servant of the Public, I am not the ProftJtute 
[of Particulars : As my Pen has never been 
|«ing*d with Gall, to gratify popular Refent- 
Imenl, or private Pique, io it (hail never facrifice 
3 Integrity to flatter Pride, impofe Falfhood, 
tor palliate Guilt. Your Merit may be great, 
Dut let thofe. Sir, be the Heralds of your 
"Vorth, who are better acquainted with it. 

Gov. Young Man, I like your Principles and 
Spirit; your manly Refufal gives me more 
rleai'ure, than any Honors your Papers cou'd 
have procured me. 

Spri. Now this Bitfinefs is difpatch'd, let us 
•eturn to our own Atfairs—— You dine at 
Cadwallader's ? 
Cape. I do. 

Spri. 
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Spri. Wou*d it not be convenient to you, to 
have him out of the Way ? 

Cape. Extremely. 

Spri. I have a Projefl:, that I think will 
prevail. 

Cape. Of what kind ? 

Spri. Bordering upon the Dramatic ; but the 
Time is fo preffing, I (hall be at a lofs to pro- 
cure Performers. Let's it^r^Robin is a fure 
Car d ' A Principal may eaiily be met with^ 
but where the Duce can I get an Interpreter ? 

Rob. Offer yourfelf. Sir i it will give you an 
Opportunity of more clofely infpeAing the 
Condud: of your Son . 

Gov. True. Sir» tho* a Scheme of this Sort 
may ill fuit yjiih my Character and Time of 
Life» yet from a private Intereft I take in that 
Gentleman's Affairs, if the Means are honour* 
able 

Spri. Innocent upon my Credit. 

Gov. Why then. Sir, I have no Objeftion, 
if you think me equal to the Tafk 

Spri. Mofl happily fitted for it. I fhou'd not 
have taken the Liberty — but hufh ! He's rc- 
turn'd. 

Enter Cadwallader. 

Spri. My dear Friend ! the luckieft Cir- 
cumflance ! 

Cad. Hey ! how ? Stay, hey ! 

Spri. You fee that Gentleman ? 

Cad. Well, hey ! 

Spri. Do you know who he is ? 

Cad. NotL 

Spri. He is Interpreter to Prince Potowowjky. 

Cad. H^owjky ? Who the Devil is he ? 
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Spri. Why the Tartarian Prince, that's come 
over Ambaflador from the Cham of the Cal-* 
mucks. 

Cad. Indeed ! 

Spri. His Highnefs has juft fejit me an In- 
vitation to dine with him 5 now every body 
that dines with a "tartarian Lord, has a Right 
to carry with . him what the Latins call'd his 
Umbra ; in their Language it is Jnblanoitfky . 

Cad. Jablanoujkyl well? 

Spri. Now if you will go in that Capacityt 
I ftiall be glad of the Honour. 

Cad. Hey ! why wou'd you carry me to dine 
with his Royal Highnefs ? 

Spri. With Pleafure. 

Cad. My dear Friend, I (hall take it as the 
greateft Favour, the greateft Obligation— —I 
fiiall never be able to return it. ., 

Spri. Don't mention it. 

Cad. Hey ! but hold, hold, how the Devil 
fhall I get off with the Poet ? You know I 
have afk'd him to Dinner. 

Spri. Oh, the Occafion will be Apology 
fufficient; befides, there will be the Ladies to 
receive him. 

Cad. My dear Mr. Cape, I beg ten thoufand 
Pardons, but here your Friend is invited tp 

Dinner with Prince -what the Devil is his 

Name ?— — 

Spri. Potowofwjki. 

Cad. True ; now. Sir, ccod he has been fo 
kind as to offer to carry me as bis Jablanoiifky, 
wou'd you be fo good to excufe— . . 

Cape. By all means ; not a Word^ I b^g. 

, - Cad. 
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Cad. That is exceeding kind ; HI come to 
you after Dinner ; hey ! ftay, but is there any 
Ceremony to be ufed with his Highnefs ? 

SprL You dine upon Carpets* crofs-leggy. 

Cad. Hey ! holdy hold, crofs*legg'd. Zounds! 
that's odd, well, well, you (hall teach me. 

Spri. And his Highnels is particularly pleafed 
with thoTe amongft his Gucfts that do honour 
to his country Soup. 

Cad. Oh ! let me alone for that i but fhould 
not I drefs ? 

Spri. No, there's no Occafion for it. 

Gad. Dear Friend^ forgive me; nothing 
fiiould take me from you, but being a Mobblm 
Wijky. Well, III go and ftudy to fit crofs- 
legg'd, 'till you call me. 

Spri. Do fo. 

Cad. His Highnefs Potowowjky ! This is the 
luckieft Accident ! {Exit. 

Cape. Hah ! hah ! hah ! but how will you 
condud:your Enterprize ? 

Spri, We'll carry him to your Friend Robin ^i 
dreis up one of the under Adlors in a ridiculous 
Habit; this Gentleman fhall talk a little Gibbe- 
rish with him. I'll compofe a Soup of fome nau- 
feous Ingredients; let me alone to manage. But 
do you chufe. Sir, the Part we have aflign'd ? 

Gov. As it feems to be but a harmlefs Piece 
of Mirth, I have no objcdion. 

Spri. Well then let us about it ; coijie. Sir, 

Cape. Mr, Sprightly I 
^Spri. What's the Matter ? 
/ Cape. Wou'd it not be right to be a little 
fpruce, a little fn^art upon this Qccgfion ? 

spri, 

i 
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Spru No doiibt $ dr^fs, drefs^ Man i no Time 
is to be loft. 

Cape. Well, but Jack^ I cannot fay that at 
prefent I—— 

Spri. Pry thee explain. What would you fa v ? 

Cape. Why then, I cannot fay> that I have 
jany other Garments at Home. 

Spri. Oh, I underftan4 you, is that all ? 
Here, here, take my— ^ — ;• 

Cape. P^r Sprightly , I am ^uite afhamed, 
and forry. 

Spri. That's not fo obliging, George i what, 
forry to give me the greateft Pleafure tha t 
But I have no time for Speeches ; I muft run to 
get ready my Soup. Come, Gentlemen. 

Roh. Did you obferve. Sir ? 

Gov. Moft feelingly ! But it will foon b<r 
over. 

Roji. Courajge, Sir; Times perhaps may 
change. 

Capf. A poor Profpeft, Robin! But this 
Schetne of Life at leaft muft be changed ; for 
what Spirit, with the }eaft Spark pf Gene* 
roiity, can fupport a Life of eternal Obliga.- 
tion^ and difagreeable Drudgery ? Inclination 
not confulted. Genius cramp'd, and Talents 
pulapply'd. 

What Profped have diofe Authors to be read* 
^hofe daily Writings earn their daily Bread ? 

(Exeunt, 

Pii4 pf A? Firft Aa, 

ACT II, 
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Young Cape and Mrs. Cadwal laser 
; at Cards. 

Mrs. ? X7 OU want four, and I two, and 
CaJ. I * my Deal : Now, Knave noddy 
-no. Hearts be Trumps. 



Cape. I beg. 
Mrs. Cad. Will you flock 'cm ? 
' Cape. Go on, if you pleafe. Madam, 

Mrs. Cad. Hearts again — One, two, three; 
one, two, — rhang^ 'em, they won't flip, three. 

Diamonds the two: Have your higher than 

the Queen ? 
' Cape. No, Madam. 
Mrs. Cad. Then there's highefl — ^and low- 
cftVby Gofh. Games are even; you are to deal. 
Cage. Pfhaw, hang Cards; there are other 
Amufements better fuitedto a tete-a tete, than 
any the four Aces can afford us. 

Mrs. Cad. What Paftimes be they ? We 

ben't enough for Hunt the Whiflle, nor Blind- 
Man's BufF: but ril call our Be//, and Roiin 
the Butler. D/ciy will be here an Bye, 

Cape. Hold a Minute. I have a Game to 
propole, where the Prefence of a third Perfon, 
efpecially Mr. Cadwa//aders,yi/oud totally ruin 
the Sport. 

Mrs. Cad. Ay, what can that be ? 
Cape. Can't you guefs ? 
Mrs. Cad. Not I ; Queflionf and Commands, 
mayhap. 

Cape. 
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Cape. Not abfolutely that fome little Re-^ 

femblance ; for I am to requeft, and you are to 
command. - . 

Mrs. Cad. Oh daify ! that's charming, I ne- 
ver play'd at that in all my born Days ; come^ 
begin then, 
^ Qal>e. Can you love me ? 

Jld^/.Ctf^. LoVcyou ! But is it in jeft or earned? 

Cape. That is as you plcafe to determine, 

Mrs. Cad. But mayn't I afk you Qucftions 
too ? 

Cape. Doubtlefs. 

Mrs. Cad. Why then do you love Me ? 

Cape. With all my Soul. 

Mrs. Cad. Upon your Sayfo. 

Cape. Upon my Sayfo. 

Mrs. Cad. Tm glad on't with all my Heart. 
This is the rareft Paftifiie I 
• Cape. But you have notanfwer'd my Queftion. 

Mrs. Cad. Hey ? that's true. Why 1 believe 
there's no Love Ipfti 

Cape. So 5 our Game will foon be over ; I 
fhall i$« up at a Deal. I wi(h I mayn't be en- 
gag'd to play. deeper here than I intended tho'. 

Mrsl Cad. Well, now 'tis your Turn. 

Cape^ True ; aye ; but zooks you are too 
hafty ; the Pleafurc of this Play, like Hunting, 
does not coniiil in immediately chopping the 
Prey. 

Mrs. Cad. No! How then ? 

Cape. Why firft I am to ftart you, then ' run 
you a little in View, then lofe you, then un- 

.; \- i D ravel 
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ravel all the Tricks and Doubles yoA n>^e to 
efcape me. 

Xoufly oer Hedge and Stile, 
I'purJUefor many a Jfef//f, 
You grow tird at liaft and quat, 
TJben I catch you, and all that. 

Mrs. Cad. Dear me, there s a deal qn\ ! I 
{hall never be able to hold out loft]^ s I had 
rather be taken in View. 

Cape. I believe you. 

Mrs. Cad. Well, come, begin and ftart me, 
that I may come the fooner'to quatting^*— Hufti ! 
here's Sifter; v^rhat the DeucebroiJ^htber ? Bell 
will be for learning this Grame too, but don't 
you teach her for your Life, Mr. Poet. 

Enter Arabella. 

Arab. Your Mantua-maker, with your new 
Sack, Sifter. 

Mrs. Cad. Is that all ? She might have 
ftay'd I think. 

Arab. What ? You were better engaged ? 
But don't be angry, I am forry I interrupted 
you. 

Mrs. Cad. Hey ! Now will I be hang'd if /he 
be*nt jealous of Mr, Poet ; but I'll liften, and 
fee the End on't, I'm refolved. (A^de and Exit. 

Arab. Are you concern'd at the Interrupiioft 
too? 

Cape. It was a very feafonable one, I pro- 
mife you; had you ftay'd a little longer, I dcm't 
know what might have been the Confequcncc. 

Arab. No Danger to your Perfon, I hope. 

Cape. 
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Caffe. 3omc Ijttle Attaclfs upon it, 

l/irai. Which were as feebly refifted. 

Cape. Why, confider, my dear. Bell; tho* 
your Sifter is a Fool, (he is a fine Wonian, and 
FleOi is frail. • 

jirai. "DtzxBeU! And FleOi is frail! We 
are grown ftrangely familiar, I think. 

C^pe. fleydey ! In what Corner fits the Wind 
now ? 

Arab. Where it may poflibly blow ftrong 
enough to overfet your Hopes. 

Cape. That a Breegp of your Breath cian do. 

4rab. Affefted! 

Cape. You are obliging M?dam ; but pray^> 
what is the Meaning of all tlii?' ? 

Aral^. Aflc your own guilty Copfclence. 

Cape. Wece I inclined to flatter my felf, this 
little Paflion wou'd be no .bad Prefage^ 

Ara]t. You may prove a falfe Prophet. 

Cape. Let me die, if I Icbow what to — But 
to defcend to a little common Senfe; what 
Part of my Conduft-r 

Arab. Look'e, Mr. Cape^ all Explanations 
are unncceflary: I have been lucky enough to 
difcover your DifpoQtion before it is too Tate ; 
and fo you know there's no Occafion — but 
however, I'll not be any impediment to you ; 
my Sifter will be back immedia^tely; I fuppofe 
my Prefence will only — But confider. Sir, I 
have a Brother's Honour y 

Cape. Which is as fafe from me, ias if it was 
lock'd up in your Brother's Clofct: But lure- 
ly. Madam, ypu«.are a little capricious, here ; 
nave I .done any tj)ing* but obey youjr"l>i- 
rcftiops.? 

• a 
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3« The AV t H O tL. 

Arab. That was founded upon a Suppofition 
chat but ao matter. 

Cape. That what ? 

Arab. Why^ I was weak enough to believe, 
what you was wicked enough to proteft 

Cape. That I loved you ; and. what Reafbn 
have I given you to doubt it ? 

Arab. A pretty Situation I found you in at 
my Entrance. 

Cape. An affumed Warmth, for the better 
concealing the Fraud. 

Mrs. Cad. What's that ? fAJ^e, Hpning. 

Cape. Surely if you doubted my Conftancy, 
you muft have a better Opinion of my Under* 
ftanding. 

Mrs. Cad. Mighty well, (Afide. 

Cape. What an Ideot, a Driveller I no Con* 
fideration upon Earth, but my paving the Way 
to the PofTeffion of you, could have prevail'd 
upon me to fupport her Folly a Minute. 

Enter Mrs. Cadwallader. 

Mrs. Cad. Soh ! Mr. Poet, you are a pretty 
Gentleman, indeed; ecod, I'm glad I have 
caught you. Tm not fuch a Fool as you think 
for, Man ; but here will be Dicky prcfehtly, he 
(hall hear of your Tricks, he fhall : Til let him 
know what a pretty Perfon he has got in his 
Houfe. 

Cape. There's no parrying this ; had not I 
better decamp. 

. Arab. And leave me to the Mercy of the 
Enemy : My Brother's Temperisfo odd, there's 
no knowing in what Light hell fee this. 

Mrs. Cad. 
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^Mrs, Cad. Oh, he's below, I hear him. 
iKow we ihall hear what he'll fay to you, 
l^adam. 

, Enter Cadwallader, Governor, 
Sprightly- and Robin. 

Cad. No, pray walk in, Mr. Interpreter, 
fcetween you and 1, I like his Royal High- 
's mightily; he's a polite, pretty, well-bred 

ntleman but damn his Soup. 

Gov. Why, Sir, you eat as if you lik'd it. 

Cad. Lik'd it ! hey, egad, I would not eat 

nother Mefs to be his Mafter's prime Minifter; 

! bitter as Gall, and as black as my Hat; and 

; have I been fitting thefe two Hours with 

ny legs under me 'till they are both as dead 

Ks a Herring. 

Cape. Your Dinner dlfpleas'd you ? 

Cad. Difpleas'd ! hey ! Look'e, Mr. Spright- 
ly, I'm mightily obliged to you for the Honour; 
but hold, hold, you fhdl never perfuade me to 
be a Hobblinwijky again, if the great Cham of 
the Calmucks were to come over himfelf. Hey ! 
and what a damn'd Language hashe got? Whee, 
^aw, haw! but youfpeak it very fluently. 

Gbv. I was long refident in the Country. 

Cad. May be fo, but he feems to fpeak it 
better J you have a foreign kind of an Accent, 
you don't found it through the Nofe fo well as 
he. Hey! vizW Becky, what, and how have 
you entertain'd Mr. Cape ? 

Mrs. Cad. Oh ! here have been fine Doings 
iince you have been gone. 

Cape. So, now comes on the Storm. 
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Spri. Wou*d it not be convenient to you, to 
have him out of the Way ? 
• Cape. Extremely. 

Spri. I have a Projeft, that I think will 
prevail. 

Cape. Of what kind ? 

Spri. Bordering upon the. Dramatic ; but the 
Time is fo preffing, I (hall be at a lofs to pro-^ 
cure Performers. Let's fter^Roiin is a furc 
Car d A Principal .may eaiily be met with^ 
but where the Duce can I get an Interpreter ? 
- Roi. Offer yourfelf. Sir ; it will give you an 
Opportunity of more clofely infpefting the 
Condu^of your Son. 

Gov. True. Sir» tho* a Scheme of this Sort 
may ill fuit jwith my Character and Time of 
Life» yet from a private Intereft I take in that 
Gentleman's Affairs, if the Means are honour- 
able 

Spri. Innocent upon my Credit. 

Gov. Why then. Sir, I have no Objeftion, 
if you think me equal to the Tafk-^ 

Spri. Mofl happily fitted for it. I fhou'd not 
have taken the Liberty — but hufh ! He's re- 
turn'd. 

Enter Cadwallader. 

Spri. My dear Friend! the luckiefl: Cir- 
cumflance ! 

Cad. Hey ! how ? Stay, hey ! 

Spri. You fee that Gentleman ? 

Cad. Well, hey ! 

Spri. Do you know who he is ? 

Cad. NotL 

Spri. He is Interpreter to Prince PofowowJXy. 

Cad. Wowjky ? Who the Devil is he ? 
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Spri. Why the Tartariian Prince, that's come 
over Ambaflador from the Cham of the Cal-* 
mucks. 

Cad. Indeed ! 

Spri. His Highnefs has juft fejit me an In- 
vitation to dine with him 5 now every body 
that dines with a "Tartarian Lord, has a Right 
to carry with him what the Latins call'd his 
Umbra j in their Language it is Jnblanou/ky. 

Cad. yablanouJky\ well? 

Spri. Now if you will go in that Capacityt 
I ftiall be glad of the Honour. . 

Oad. Hey ! why wou'd you carry me to dine 
with his Royal Highnefs ? 

spri. With Pleafure. 

Cad. My dear Friend, I (hall take it as the 
greateft Favour, the greateft Obligation— —I 
Siall never be able to return it. ., 

Spri. Don't mention it. 

Cad. Hey ! but hold, hold, how the Devil 
fhall I get off with the Poet ? You know I 
'have afk'd him to Dinner. 

Spri. Oh, the Occafion will be Apology 
fufficient; befides, there will be the Ladies to 
receive him. 

Cad. My dear Mr. Cape, I beg ten thoufand 
Pardons, but here your Friend is invited tp 

Dinner with Prince -what the Devil is his 

Name ? 

Spri. Potowofwjki. 

Cad. True ; now. Sir, ecod he has been fo 
kind as to offer to carry me as his Jablanoujkyf 
wou'd you be fo good to excufe— , . 

Cape. By all means ; not a Word^ I b^g. 

-. Cad. 
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Cad. Zounds, none i fight him. 

,S/r/. Fight him? 

Cad. Ay, doj i'd fight him myfelf^ if I had 
not had the Meafles jaft Winter s but ftay all 
J get put of the Room. 

Spri. No, he's fure of a Protedlion here, the 
Prefence of the Ladies. 

Cad. Pfhaw, Pox ! they belong to the Fa- 
mily, nev^r mind them. 

Spri. Well, Sir, are you dumb ? No Excufe ? 
No Palliation ? 

Cad^ Ay, no Palliation ? 
/ Mrs. Cad. Ay, no Tribulation ? It^s a Shame^ 
fo it is. 

Cape. When I have leave to fpea k 

Cad. Speak ! what the Devil can you fay i 

Cape. Nay, Sir 

Spru Let's bear him, Mr. Cadwallader^ how- 
ever. 

Cad. Hojd, hold ; come, begin then. 

Cape. And firfl to you Mr. Sprightly^ as ydu 
feen mod interefted; pray does this Charge 
correfpond with any other Aftion of my Life, 
iince I have had the honour to know you ?— - 

Spri. Indeed, I can't fay that I recoiled, but 
flill as the Scholiafts fays -^ Nemo repent e Juit 
turpijfimus^ 

Cad, Hold, hold, what's that ? 

Spri. Why, that is a? n^uch as to fay, .this 
is bad enough, 

Mrs. Cad* By Gofli ! and fo it is. 

Cad* Ecod, and fo it is ; Speak a little more 
Juatin to him; if I had been, bred at the Uni- 

verfity, jou (hptt'd bav? i( both Sides of your 
Ears, 

Cap^^ 
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Cape. A little Patiencdy Gentlemen ; now, 
to you ; you were pleafed yourfelf to drop a 
few Hints of your Lady's Weaknefs; might 
not /he take too ferioufly^ what was meant as a 
mere Matter of Merriment ? 

Cad. Hey! hold, hold. 

Spri. A paltry Excufe; can any Woman be 
fucn a Fool as not to know when a Man has a 
Defign upon her Perfon ? 

Cad. Anfwer that Mr. Cape^ hey ! Anfwer 
that. 

Cape. I can only anfwer for the Innocency 
of my own Intentions ; may not your Lady, 
apprehenfive of my becoming too great a Fa- 
vourite, contrive this Charge with a View of 
deftroying the Connexion* • 

Spri. Connexion ! 

Cad. Hey! hold, hold. Connexion. 

Spri. There's fomething in that 



Cad. Hey ! is there? Hold, hold, hey! egad, 

he is right You're right, Mr. Cape^ hold, 

Becky J my Dear, how the Devil cou'd you be 
io wicked, hey i Child ; ecod, hold, hold, 
how^ could you have the Wickednefs to attempt 
to deftroy the Connexion ? 

Mrs. Cad* I don't know what you fay. 

Cad. D'ye hear ? You are an Incendiary, but 
you have mifs'd your Point; the Connexion 
ihall be gnly the ftronger : My dear Friend, I 
beg ten thoufand Pardons^ I was too hafty ; but 
ecod, Beckys to blame. 

Cape, The Return of your Favour has ef- 
faced every other Jmprefiion. 

Cadf T«crc'sagood-ij4tur?d Creature! 

Ci^e. 
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Cape* But if you have the leaft Doubts re- 
snaining^ this Lady, your Sifter, I believe, will 
do mc the Jufticc to own 

Mrs. Cad: Ay, afk my Fellow, if I bd a 
Thief, 

Gad. What the Devil is Becky at ijow ? 

Mrsp Cad: She's as bad aS he. 

Cad. Sad as he ? Hey ! how; what the 
Devil, /he did npj n^ake Lovfe to you too ? 
Stop, hey! hold, hold,' hold. 

Mrs. Cadi. Why no, Foolifh, but you are al- 
ways running on with your Riggmonrowlcs, 
Uui won*t ftay to hear a Body's Story out. 

Cad. Well, Beck, come let's have it. 

Mrs. Cdd. Be quiet then ; why, as I was 
telling you, firft he m'ad0 Love to me, and 
wanted me to be a Hare. 

Cad. A Hare 1 Jiold, ecod, that was whim- 
fical; a Harel bey! oh ecod, that might be 
tecaufehe thought you a little hair-brainM altp 
Tcsidy : 6ecky, a damnM good Story. WeM, 
ISeck, go on, let's have it out., 

MrSf Cad* No, I won't tell you no more, (p 
1 won't. 

Cad. Nay, prythee. Beck, 

Mrs. Cad. Hold your Tongue then : And fb 
there he was going on with his Nonfenfe, and 
fo in come our Be/I; and fo 

Cadf Hold, hold, Becky i damn your So's^ 
go on. Child, but leave out your So's ; its a 
low — i — hold, hold, vulvar — ^ — ^$ut go on. 

Mrs. Cad. Why how c^n T go on, wh^ 
you flop me every Minute ? WelU.aad then 
our Be// came in and" interrupted "him; and 

me-» 
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mcthonght fhe looked very' frumpifh and. 
jtalous. 

Cad. Well. , * 

Mrsi Cad. And fo I went out and liftenM. 

Cad. So, what you ftaid and liften'd ? 

Mrs. Cad. No ; I tell yon upon my ftaying, 

flic went out; no upon my going out, flie 

ftaid. 

Cad. This is a damn'd bli^nd Story, but go 
On, ^eti. 

Mrs. Cad. And then at firft fhfe fcoldcd him 
roundly for making i^ome to tht ; and then he 
faid as how fhe advifed him to it; and then (be 
faid nO;, and then he faid — -* 

Cad. HoM, hold -, we ihaH never imderftand 
all thefe He's and She's ; thi6 may all be veiy 
true. Beck, but, hold, hold; a:s I hope to be 
faved« thou art the worft Teller of a Stor y ■ ■ ■ 

Mrs^Cad. Well, I have but a Word more; 
and then he faid as how I was a great Fool. 

Cad. Not much miilaken in that. fAfide.) 

JiHrs. Cad And that he wou'd not have 
ftay'd with Me a Minute, but tO pave the Way 
to the Poffeffion of She. 

Cad. Well, Becky well ? 

!Mrs. Cad. And fo— ^ ^that's all. 

C^//. Make Love to Her, in Order to get 
Poflcfllon of You ? 

Mrs. Cad. Love to Me, in order to get She« 

Cad. Hey ! Oh j now 1 begin to underftand. 
Hey ! What's this true, BHl? Hey ! Hold, 
hold, hold} ccodt I begin to fnyol^e, hey! 
Mr- Cape f 

Cape. How (hall I aft? 

Mf Own \X^ Sir, I have a Reafpnt 
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* Cad. Well, what fay you, Mr. Cape f Let's 
have it, without Equivocation ; or, hold, hold^ 
hold, mental Refervation. Guilty, or not ? 

Cape^ Of what. Sir ? 

Cad^ Of what? Hold, hold, of making 
Loy« to Bell. 

Cape. Guilty^ 

Cad. Hey ! how ? Hold, Zounds \ No, what 
sot with an Intention to marry her ? 

Cape. With the Lady's Approbation, and 
your kind Confent. 

Cad. Hold, hold, what my Confent to inar« 

ly You? 

Cdpe. Ay, Sir, ^ 

Gi//.'Hold, hold, hold, what our Bell? To 
mix the 3iood of the Cadwalladers with the 
Puddle of a Poet ? 

Cape. Sir? 

Cad. A petty, paltry, ragged, rhiming » 

Spri. But Mr, 

Cad. A icribbling, hold, hold, hold ^ — . 

Garretteer ? that has no more Cloaths than 
Backs, no more Heads than Hats, and no 
Shoes to his Feet, 

Spri. Nay, but 

Cad. The Offspring of a Dunghill ! Born in 
a Cellar, hold, hold, and living in a Garret s 
a Fungus, a Mufhroom. 

Cape. Sir, my Family-- 

Cad. Your Family! Hold, hold, hold, Pefer^ 

fetQh the Pedigree; I'll fliew you Your 

Family ! a little obfcure hold, hold, I don't 

believe you ever had a Grandfather. 

Enter 
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Enter Peter with t^e Pedigree. 

There it is ; there j Peter^ help me to flretch 
it out : There's feven Yards more of Lineals^ 
befides three of Collaterals^ that I exped next 
Monday from the Herald's Office -, d'ye fee, Mr* 
Sprightly ? 

Spri. Prodigious ! 

Cad. Nay, but look'e, there's WfJch Princes, 
and AmbaiTadors, and Kings of Sc<itland^ and 
Members of Parliament : Hold, hold, ecod, 
I no more mind an Earl or a Lord in my Pedi- 
gree, hold, hold, than Kouli Khan wou'd a 
Serjeant in the Train'd Bands. 

Spri. An amazing Defcept ! 

Cad- Hey, is it not? And for this low, 
loufy Son of a Shoe-maker, to talk bf Families 
—•hold, hold, get out of my Houfe. 

Rob. Now is your Time, Sir. 

Cad. Mr. Sprightly^ turn him out. 

Gov. Stop, Sir, I have a Secret to difcloic^ 
that m^y make you alter your Intentions. 

Cad. Hold, hold : how, Mr. Interpreter ? 

Gov. You are now to regard that young 
Alan in a very different Light, and confider him 
a$ my Son. 

Cape. Your Son, Sir ? 

Gov. In a Moment, George ^ the Myfteries 
ihali be explain'd. 

Cad. • Your Son ? Hold, hold ; and what 
then ? 

. Gov. Then ! Why then he is no longer ,the 
Scribbler, the MuOiroom you have deicribed, 
but of JBirth and Fortune equal (o your own. 

Cad. 
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Cad. What! the Son of aa Interpreter equal 
to Me !/ A Fellow that trudges abput, teaching 
of Languages to foreign Counts ! , 

G9V. A Teacher of Languages ! 

Cad. Stay ; ecod» a Runner to Moniieurs and 
Marquiflcs ! 
, Spri. You are miftaken. Sir. 

Cad. A Jack-pudding ! that takes Fillips on 
the Nofe for Six-pence a Piece ! Hold» hold, 
ecod, give me Eighteen-pennyworth, and 
Change for half a Crown. 

Gov. Stop, when you are well. 

Cad. A Spunger at other Mian's Tables! that 
has Jallop put into his Beer^ and his Face'black*^ 
at Chriftmas for the Diverfion of Children ! 

Gov. I can hold no longer. 'Sdeath, '&r; 
who is it you dare treat in this Manner ? 

Cad. Hey! Zounds, Mr. Sprightly y lay hold 
of him. 

Spri. Calm your Choler. Indeed, Mr. Gad^ 
njoalladery nothing cou'd excufe your Behaviour 
to this Grcntleman, but your miftaking his 
Perfon. 

Cad. Hold, hold. Is not he Interpreter to— 

Spri. No. 

Cad. Why did not you tell 

Spri. That \yas a Miftake. This Gentle- 
man is the Prince's Friend ; and, by a long 
Refidence in the Monarch's Country, is per- 
fe6t Mafter of the Language. 

Cad. But who the Devil is he then ? 

Spri. He is Mr. Cape, Sir; a Man of un- 
blemifh'd Honour, capital Fortune, and late 
Governor of one of our moft confiderablc Set- 
tlements. 

Cad. 
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Cad. Governor ! Hold» hold^ and liow cMne 
yoa Father to- ^hey !- — -r 

Gw* By marrying his Mother. . 

Cape. But how am: I to regard this ? ^ 

Gov. As a folemn. Truth ; ikioi, fordgja 
Friend^ to whom you owe your Education^ 
was no other than myfelf ^ 4 had my iRcafooSy 
perhaps capricious ones^, for concealing this ; 
but now they ceafe^ and I am proud to own 

roySon. . . 

Cape. Sir ; it is not for me (knefUng.^ fcut 
if Gratitude, Duty fili0lr-r^ 

Gov. Rife, fi>y Boy i I have veotured for to 
fix thy Fortune, Ge$rge ; but to find thee wor- 
thy of k, more than o'erpays :my Txnl;; 
the Re A: of my Story fhall be raierved till we 
are alone. 

C^d. Hey! Hold, hold, hold; ecod, a good 
fenfiblc old Fellow this ; but, hark'e. Sprightly^ 
!l^liaye made a damn'd Blunder here : Hold, 
holdt Mr* Governor, I afk ten thouiiand Par- 
dons ; but who thor Devil cou'd have thought 
that the Interpreter to Prince Pofowowjky- 

G(m. Oh, Sir you have in your Power fuf- 
ficient Means to atone for the injuries done 
us both. 

Cad. Hold, how ? 

Gov. By beflowing your Sifter, with, I flat- 
ter myfelf, no great Violence to her Incli- 
-nations, here. 

Cad. What, marry Be// ? Hey ! Hold, 
hold; Zounds, Be//^ take him, do; 'ecod, he 
is a good likely— —hey ! Will you ? 

Ara/?. 
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Arab. I (han't difobey you» Sir. 

Cad. Shan't you ? 1 hat's right. Who the 
Devil knows but he may come to be a Governor 
himfelf ; hey ! Hold, hold ; come here then^ 
give me your Hands both j fjoi*^^ f^^^ Hands.) 
There, there, the Bufinefs is done : And now. 
Brother Governor * 

Gov. And now^ Brother Cadwallader. 

Cad. Hey^ Beck! Here's fomething new 
for my Pedigree; we'll pop in the Governor 
to*morrow. 

Mrs. Cad. Hark'e, Mr. Governor^ can you 
give me a black Boy and a Monkey ? 

' Cad. Hey I Ay, ay, you fhall have a black 
Boy, and a Monkey, and a Parrot too. Beck. 

Spri. Dear George^ I am a little late in my 
Congratulations ; bu t 

Gov. Which if he is in acknowledging your 
difinterefted Friendfhip, I (hall be forry I ever 
own'd him. Now, Rohinf my Cares are over, 
and my Wiflies full ; and if George remains as 
untainted by Affluence, as he has been un« 
tempted by Diftrefs, I have given the Poor a 
ProteiSlor, his Country an Advocate, and the 
World a Friend. 

(Exeunt Omnes. 
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Ac T l" S C E N E L 

jE«/^ Will TiitfeiiACKaAi/ Harry 

ScAMPBRy baoied^\tviih Whips in their 
ffyn^f into AJ$v^rBox. 
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^C AMP,£R« 



P*SHAW! zounds! prithee. Will, Ictus 
go ; what iighifies our flaying here ? 

T 1 1^ E H A C fc. . c 

ay, but tarry a little; befides, you knour 
wemomis'd to eive Poll BayUfs and Bett 
SkiQner the meeting. 

*s C A MP E R. . 

No matter, w^ (ball be fare to find them 
at three at the S(h'alccfpearc. 

At * TIRE- 
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TIREHACK. 

But as-we are here, Harry, let u& knaw a 
little what It's about ? 

S C A M P £R. 

About ! Why leflkurcsvyou fool ! Have not 
you read the bills ? and we have plenty of 
them at Oxford, you know ! 

TIREHACK. 

Well, but for all that, there may JWi fuiC 3 

SCAMPER. 

Why then, ftay and enjoy it yourfelf ; and 
1*11 ftcp to the Bull and Gate, and call upon 
Jerry Lack- Latin, and my horfe., We ftiall 
fee you jt ^bree. - -^ j J^J^^S^ 

TIRE HACK^ 

' Nay, but, prithee, ftay. : ' 

SC A MP E R# 

Rot me if I do. \Geing out eftbe Box. 

T I R E H A C K, 

Halloo^ Harry j Harry— 

SCAMPER, 

Well, what*s the mattef now? [Returnwg^ 

T I R E H A C K. 

Here'sPoUBaylifsjuft come into thegallcrye 

SCAMPER. 

No— ^ 

T I R E H A C K. 

, . Siie is, by— 

SCAM- 
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SCAMPER. [Looking. 

Yes, faith! it is Ihe^ fiire enougn* — How 
goes it^ Poll? 

T 1 R E H A C K* 

Well, now, wc fliall have you, I hope! 

S C AM P ER. 

I 

Ay, if I thought we fliould get any fun. 

T I R £ H A C K. 

ni.make an enquiry. Hallo! fnuffers* 
fnufSbrs. 

CANDLB-SNUFFER^ 

Your pleafure, Sir? 

TIRBHA6K. 

. I What is all this bufinefs about here? ^' 

SNUFFER. 

Can't fay, Sin 

SCAMPER^ 

Well, but you could if you would, let us 
into the fecrct. 

S N tr F F E ft* 

Not I, upon my honour J ^, 

T I R B H A C K« 

Your honour, you fon of a whore ! D*ye 
bear, bid your mafter come hither^ we want 
to aflc him a queftion* 

s N:t; FT E R« 
I will— [Exif. 

TIRBHACK. 

Scamper^ will you afk him, or (hall I ? 

A3 s c A M* 
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tif ine alone to hifti-^ 
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Enter F O O T E. 
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Your commands with me^ gentlemen r 

-- . t : ;bc'a'mpeSi. /. 

Why, you ihuft know Will'-alid I '^lere 
are upon a fcheme from Oxford: sitid t)e« 
caufe calh ' bdgiits to run low— now mufch 
have you. Will ? 

^ireHack:* 

Thre?e and twenty (hillings, befides the 
crown 1 paid at the door. 

SCAMPER. 

■• ■ ^ 
And I eighteen ; now, as this will laft us 

l)ut to night, we are willing to huiband our 

time; 'let us fee. Will, how are we ehgagM? 

TIREHACK. 

Why at three, with Bert and Poll, there, at 
the Shakefpeare; after that to the Coronation ; 
for you know we have feen it but nine times — * 

SCAMPER. 

j^nd then back to" the Shakefpeare again ; 
where we fup, and take horfe at the door. 

TIREHACK, 

So there's no time to be loft, you fee ; we 
^efire, therefore, to know what lort of a thing 
fhis affair here of yours is? What, is it 
(damuM funny and comipal r 

F O T ^. 
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flaVeydu not feen^the bilk? 

^ s c A M r £ R. 

. What, about the lcdEure§'?. ay, but that's all 
ITang/I ISippofe; no,tib. No tricks upon tra- 
vellers; no, we knowibettftr^-^What, are there 
any more of you ; or do you do it all youxielf ? 

F O O T E. 

If I was in want of comedians, you, gentle- 
men, are kind enough to lend me a lift; but, 
upon my word, mj intentions, as the bill 
will inform you, ^<e fetjou s 

T III SHACK. 

Are they? then Til have my nxiney again. 
What, do you think we .come to London to 
leam any thing ?^ — ^Come, WilL [Going. 

F o a T s. 

Hold, Qentlemen, I would detain you, if 
poffible. What is it you exped ? * 

SCAMPER. 

To be jolly, and laugh^ to be £urc-~ 

F O O T E* 

At what ? 

TIREHACKi 

At what — damme, r^on't know— «at you, 
and your ffolicks and fancies— 

p o. o T E* 

If that is all you defire; why, pcthaps we 
(IvaA't difappoint you-:— 

A 4 SCAM- 
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s 6 A. ftt ? ^ R' 

tit'jfte aldnc id him^ 

Enter F O Q T E. 

■ *••■** t 

; J .. »« X f 1 . Tl J B* JS H j& C &• 

O! hpreheij-TT , ..,^. ^ . 

Your commands with mr* gentlemen f 

' 'IB CAIilPB a 

■Why, yo" rtuft know Will aid I '\icxc 
are upon a fcheme from Oxford: sfttd t)e* 
caufc cafli bdgiits to run low~Hpt¥ m^ch 
have you. Will ? 

Three and twenty (hillings, befides the 
crown 1 paid at the door.. 

SCAMPER. 

■• ■ ■ ^ 
And I eighteen ; now, as this will laft us 

huf to night, we are willing to hufband our 

time; 'let us fee. Will, how are we engag'd? 

TIREHACK. 

Why at three, with Bert and Poll, there, at 
the Shakefpeare; after that to the Coronation ; 
for you know we have feen it but nine times — ^ 

SCAMPER. 

i^nd then back to' the Shakefpeare again ; 
where we fup, and take horfe at the door. 

T I R iE H A CK, 

So there's iio time to be loft, you fee ; we 
defire, therefore, to know what iort of a thing 
jthis affair here of yours is? What, is it 
jfi^muM funny and cpmipal ? 

F O O T ^. 
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F.O OfX X. 

flaVeydu not feenthe bilk? 

^ € C A M FIB R. 

, What, about the lcdEure§?. ay, but that's all 
ITahg/l ISippofS; no,t)b. 'No tricks upon tra- 
vellers; no, we know:bBttftr4-^What, are there 
any more of you ; or do you doit all yourielf ? 

F O O T E. 

If I was in want of comedians, you, gentle- 
men, are kind' enough to lend me a lift; but, 
upon my word, my intentions, as the bill 
will inform you, ^se fetjou s 

TIR SHACK. 

Are they? then Til have my nxiney again. 
What, do you think we-come to London to 
learn any thing ? — ^Come, Will* [Going. 

FOOT S. 

Hold, Qentlemen, I would detain you, if 
, poffible. What is it you exped ? * 

SCAMPER. 

To be jolly, and laugh^ to be £urc-~ 

F O O T E* 

At what? 

Tin EH A CK. 

At what — damnftc, r^on't know— at you, 
and your frolicks and fancies-— 

# 

F O. O T E* 

If that is all you defire; why, pcriiaps we 
• (liaA^t difappoint your— 

A 4 SCAM- 
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SCA'M<F£KV 

Shan't you F-^why, that is ati honeft :ftl- 
low — come, beg^nr-fr 

F 0(0 T B« 

. But you^U be fa kind as not to intcrrupt.me I 

SC:AMFER« 

■ Never fear— — 

F a o T Sf 
Ladies and gentlemen-*-* 

[3uds from the oppoJUe hox calls to Foote^ 
^ . andjiops himjfwt* 

' s^ V D s. 

Stop a minute; toay I be permitted to 
fpeafc? 

F O O T E* . 

Doubtlefs, Sir-*- 

- s u D s^ 

Why^the afFair is this : My wife Alice— 
for you muil: know my name is EphraimSuds, 
1 am a foap-boiler in the city, — took it into 
htr head> and nothing would ferve her turn, 
but that I muft be a common-council man 
this year ; for, fays Alice, Jaysjhej It is the 
onlieji way to rife in the world. 

F O O T E. 

A juft obfervation — ^you fucceedcd ? 

s u D 5. 

Oh I there was no danger of that— yes, yes, 
{ got it all hollow } but now to come to tho 

marrow 



it 



T H J£ O RAT O R S, 9 

marrow of the bufinefs. Well, Alice, fays 1^ 
now I am chofen, what* s next to be done ? 
*< Why now, lays AVicc^ fays /&e^ thee muft 
learn to make fpeeches } why doft not fee 
what purferment neighbour Grogram has 
** got ;* why man, *tis all brought about by 
*« Yiisjpeecbijying. I tell thee what, Ephraim^ 
•* if theexan'ft but once learn to lay down 
** the law, there's no knowing to what thee 
♦* may'ft rife;- " ' 

F O O T E* 

Yout lady had reaion* 

s u D s» 

Why, I thought (0 too ; and, as good luck 
"would have it, whofhould come into the city^ 
in the very nick of time, but maft^r profeflbr 
along vfrith his leftures — Adod, away, in a 
hurry, Alice and I danced to Pewterers^ 
Hall. 

F O O T E# 

You improved, I hope? 

s u o s« 
O Lud ! It IS unknown what knowledge wc 
got ; we can read- — oh ! we never flop to fpell 
a word now — and then he told us fuch things 
about verbs, and nouns, and adverbs, that ne- 
ver entered our heads before, and emphaiis^ 
and accent ; heav*n blefs us, I did not think 
there had been fuch things in the world. 

F O O T E. 

And have you fptecbijfd yet ? 

S U D S# 
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S U D S« 

Soft ; foft and fair ; we mud walk Before 
we can run — I think I have laid a pretty foun« 
dation« The Manfion-houfe was not built in 
i day^ Mafter Foote. But to goon with my 
tzhy my dame one day looking over the pa* 
pers, came running to me ; Now £phratm^ 
fays (he, thy bufinefs is done ; rare news, lad $ 
here is a man at the other end of the Cown^ 
that will make thee a jpeecber at once, and 
out (he puird your propofak. Ah Alice^iayd 
I, thee be'ft but a fool, why I know that man^ 
he is all upon his fun ; he leflure-^why^ 'tis 
all but a bam— Well, 'tis but (eeing, fays flie^ 
io, wolens nolensj (he would have me come 
hither; now if fb bie you be ferious, I fhatl 
think my money wifely beftowed; but if It 
be only your comical works, I can tell you, 
you (hall lee me no more. 

F" O. O T E. 

Sir, I (hould be extremely (brry to lo(e you ; 
if I knew but what would content yoij ? 

s u D s* 
Why, I want to be made an orator on ; 
and to fpcak fpeeches, as I tell you, at our 
meetings', about politicks, and peace, and 
-addrcffes, and the new bridge, and all them 
kind of ihiDgs. 

F O O T E. 

Why, with your liappy talents I (liould 
think much might be done. 

4 s u D s« 
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I am proud to hear you fay fo. Indeed I 
^m^ I dM(/peecbify once at a vcftry concerhmg 
new lettering the church buckets, and catno 
off cutely enough ; and, ^o fay thp tnoith, that 
was the thing that provokM tne to go to Pew« 
terers-HalL [Sits mton agatHm 

FOOT E. 

Well, Sir, I flatter niyfelf, that in propor* 
tion to the difference of abilities in your two 
jnftruflors, you will here make a tolerable 
prpgrefs. But now. Sir, with your favour, 
we will proceed to explain the nature of our 
defign, and I hope, in the procefs, you, gentle- 
men, will find entertainment, and you, Sir, 
information. 

Mr. 'Foot e then procieds in bis kBute. 

My plan, gentlemen, is to be coiifider^d as 
a fuperftruAure on that admirable foundation 
laid by the modern profellbr of Eoglifh, both 
our labours tending to the fame general end; 
the perfe^ioning of our countrymen in a moft 
eflential article, the right ufe of their native 
language! 

But what he has happily begun, I have the 
vanity to think I have as happily finifh*d; he 
has, it is true, introduced you into the body of 
the church, but Iconduftyou into t!ie choir of 
the cathedral : Or,toexplain^myfclf by a more 
familiar anu{ibn,though he fe the Poitier who 

teaches 
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teaches you the ftep and the grounds ; yet I 
am theGallini whagivesybu the air, and the 
grace of the minuet* 

His aim is propriety alone ; mine propriety 
with elegance. ..!;'. 
• For though reading,' fb (hamefully neglect- 
ed, tiot only by thofe of tender years, but the 
adult; iiotjonly by children, but even by grown 
men and women ; not only in our private fe- 
minaries, but in bur public univerfities; is al- 
, lowed to be a neceffary ingredient towards the 
formation of art orator ; yet^ a great many 
tother rules, a great many other precepts, are 
requifite to obtain his perfeftion. 

Nay, perhaps we might, to fiipport an argu- 
nient without the danger of a defeat, at Icaft 
if we may truft oblervation, tfeat of all the 
profeflions that require a verbal intercourfe 
with the public, there is no one to whom 
reading is of fo little utility as that of oratory. 
I need not infift upon this head, as I be- 
lieve every gentleman's experience will fur- 
ni(h him with inftances of men eminent in 
oratory, who, from an early vivacity have 
neglefted, or the indulgence of their parents 
have been emancipated from the attention and 
application necefiary, it is true, to acquire 
' this rugged art, but at the fame time fo ill- 
luited to their tender years, and fooppofite to 
thofe innocent amufements in which children 
are known univerfally to delight. Thwart not 
d child y for you Jtoil hh temper^ — is, or at leaft 
' " -^ ought 
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ought to be, an Englifti proverb, as it is aa. 
univerfal pradice. 

I would not here be underftood to depre-* 
ciate the ufefuhiefs of reading, or to detra^ 
from the exceeding merit of ^ the prpfeflpr's 
plan 5 no, my meaning is only juu to drop 
a hint that I may occafioually ufe him as a 
walking-flick ; a kind of an elegantly clouded 
,Mocoa, or an airy Anajmaboo: yet, that it is 
by no means my intention to depend' jLipoii 
him as afupport^ pr lean upon him as a crutcbi 
in a word, he will be rather ornamentjil than 
neceffary to me.' ^ .: 

But ufelefs as his plan is tQ me, I (incerely 
. wi(h it fuccefs for the fake ofthe public ; aud 
if my influence was equal to. my inclinatiou, 
I would have a law enacted, upon the plan'of 
the militia bill, that annually, or biennially, 
draughts (houid be made from every parifh of 
two, three, or more, as in that ad: of ablQ- 
bodied, fo in this of intelligent perfbns, who, 
at the expence of the feveral counties, fliould 
be fent to the capital, andf there compelled \p 
go through as many courfes of the profeiTor s 
ledures as he (hall deem fufHcient: thus, by 
thofe periodical rural detachments, the whole 
nation will, in a few years, be completely 
ferved, and a ilock of learning laid in, that 
will lad till time ihall be no more. \ . . 

Would our rulers but adopt this fch^tne ! 
how fuperior would England be even to the 
ipofl iUuflrious periods of Greece and Rorhe ! 

what 
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what an unrivard happinefs for us, wha.t an 
eternal fund of fame for them ! Ye Solons, ye 
. Lycurgrus*5, ye N,uma's, hide your diminiihM 
|ipa4s ; lee what a ];evolution two laws in a few 
yjea^ S have prpducM ; fee a whole people, funk 
in rpore than Gothic ignorance, accuftoin*^ 
to tio other irpn implements than the pacific 
plough-fhare, drthe harmlefs fpade, ftart out 
iat once profound fcholars and veteran lbldier$ : 
If at this h^ppy period, a Frenchman, think- 
ing any thing out of his own tountry worthy 
Ihis attention, ihould coudefcend to pay thi^ 
kingdSm a vifit ; methinks, I anticipate the 
Recount he will give of us ^t his rpturn, (like 
his countryman of old, who, at the takixlg of 
Rome, burfting into the capitol, and there 
'finding the fenatp fix'd and immoveable 'lb 
their feats, de'clarM them an aflembly of 
kings,) fo will he at once pronounce the 
whole Britifli naftion to be an army of gene- 
rals, and one congregation of doftors. Happy 
country! where tht Arma & Toga are fo for- 
tunately blended, as to prevent all contention 
for the pre-eminence. 

I know but one objection that can be made 
to this plan, and that merely a temporary one> 
that the culture of our lands will fuftain an 
infinite injury, if fuch a number of peafants 
"were to deparochiate, there being already 
fcarce hands lufj^cient, from the recruits coii- 
i^'anfly made for Germany, &c. &c. &c. to 
carry 9n the common bufuiefs of huibaudry. 

But 




\ 



THE ORATORS. 



'5 



But what are riches, perlfiiable commo- 

' :s, gUtteriug, tranfitory, fallacious goods, 

hen comparedto the fubftjiitial, incorruptible 

ndowmeiits of the mind ! this truth is, indeed, 

lappily inculcated by an old Englilh adage; 

1^* When lands and goods are gone and fpent, 

' Then learning is moft excellent." 

This fenfible and poetical diftich, I would 
fecommend to Mr. Profeflbr, as a motto for 
J uitended treatife ; but I fuppofe he is al- 
feady well provided with an apt Latin, if not 
\ Greek one, to either of which I muft yield 
lie preference. 

But to waive this ethical argument; I think 
I can cafily foil the force of this objedlion, by 
I natural and obvious Succedaneum. Suppofe a 
": was to be added to the bill for the im- 
portation of tallow, raw hides, and live cattle 
^ftom Ireland, that, duri ng this literary emigra- 
n, a fufficient number of inhabitants of that 
ountry may be tranfported hither to fupply 
:he vacancy: but here it muft be obferv'd, 
hat for this purpofe an aft of parliament is 
llfpenfably neceflary; for though it would 
J)e difficult, if not impoflible, for us, iij our 
|)refent condition, to get in even our harvefts, 
without the aid of hands annually exported for 
t purpole from Ireland; yet this is at beft 
^ut an illicit trade, and the men themfelves 
nfidered under the article of 
^piuggled goods : a very heavy penalty being 

liid 
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laid by ftatute on all mafters of veflels, who 
ihall venture to import any of the abovc-^ 
cited commodity into this realta, without 
fpecial Kcence; to this purpofe I recolleft a 
cafe in pointy the fifth of William and Mary, 
Ban. Reg. The King contra Oflaarty. Vide 
V. Rep. vol. iii. chap. 9. page 4.* 

But if this (hould be thought by the people 
in power too great an indulgence to the Irifti, 
us we have never been remarkably profufe ift 
our favours to our loyal and affectionate fitter ; 
1 fee no oVher mcthpd of redreffing the ima- 
ginary -evi J, than by exempting from this 
lervice all the males till a general p^ace, and 
accepting, in their room, a fuitable nilrniber 
of difcreet hiiddlc-aged females; ^nd thefe, 
when they have been properly perfedled h\ 
the myfteries of our language, may be re- 
^ turn'd to their feveral parifhes, and' there 
form little infantine communities of literati, 
vi^hich will be a ftock for the fucceeding 
generation j and, indeed, upon confideration, 
1 don*t know whether this won't prove the 
beft method for the introduftion and univer- 
sal propagation of the plan. 

tor the Englifli common people, naturally 
Jullcn and obftinate, and religioufly attached to 
rheir old cuftoms,. might be (hock'd and fcan- 
daliz'd fo fee, at oncbold ftroke, the fefcues 
and fafces, which have been, from time im- 
memorial; confignM to one, or more hiatron 
in every village, ravifti'd at once from their 

hands. 
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hands, and deliverM pver to the adminiftra* 
tion of the oppofite fex. 

But to return to my own fubjeft, from which 
my zeal for Mr. Profeffor*s fuccefs has tempt- 
ed me to make rather too long a digreflion. 

When I ventured to affirm thnt the profef- 
fion of an Orator might exift independently 
of aa accurate knowledge of the arrangement, 
and different combinations of the four and 
twenty letters, fo far as (m the words of the 
Prvf0orj they relate to their being the arbi- 
trary marks of meaning upon paper ; yet, I 
would not be underftood to aflert this gene- 
rally, as to every Ipecies of oratory, but tp 
confine myfelf to thofe particular branches 
only, where the orator's own mind fuggefts 
the matter that his own mouth difcharges : 
Forinftance, now, as when affairs of (fate are 
weighM at acommop-council, religious points 
militated at the Robin-Hood, the arts and 
fciences handled in the Strand, or politicks 
debated near Weflminffer-abbey ; here the 
arguments and words given are fuppoled to 
arife from the immediate impulfe of the giver; 
but where they are concurrent agents, as ia 
the oratory peculiar to the pulpit and the 
ilage, where one individual furnilhes the 
matter, and another adminifters the manner, 
the cafe is widely different. 

In the firfl inftance, a tolerable proficiency 
in reading is indifpenfably requifite, as fcarce 
any memory but the late Mr. Heydegger*s 

B could 
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could retain, to any degree of certainty, the 
various parts of the Liturgy, the Old a.n4 
New Teftaipent, briefs, faculties, cxcotnmu-* 
nlcations, &c. &c, &c, and a lapfe on thofe 
folemn occafions might be attended with very 
aukwar^ circvimftances : nor would I here be 
fuppofed to iufinvidte, th^t the piccps of Qrae 
tory delivered frorp the pulpit are not the 
cqmjpofitiou of the deliverer; no-^-This is (b 
far from being generally the cafe, that I hjve 
often heard complaints made againft parti- 
cularagents, that they have forc*4 upon their 
congregations their pw;i crude and inlipid 
productions, whep, ^t the fame time, their na- 
tive language wpuld furnil)i th^m wjth fo ex- 
tenfive and noble a collcClion of admirably 
materials. But here the auditor, unlefs he be 
well read in theology, may be led into a mif- 
take ; for there are feme men, who, by a par- 
ticular {lappinefs jntheir rnaiiuer, have the adr 
cjrefs to make the works of pther men fo abfor 
lutely their own, that there is np dillinguilh- 
iiig the difference ; at thi:^ tht.- poet hints in his 
male dum reC'his^ &c. For thefe various rea- 
fbns, } thiiik ^ warm applicatiou tp the art 
of reading canpof he too flrongly recommend- 
ed tp the proitfTors of this kind of oratory. 

WJth regard to the profefl'prs of the ftage, 
tlio' reading is undoubtedly lifeful, yet, as the 
performer is to repeat, and not to read, the 
deficiency may be (upplyM by the introdudlioii 
of a third a^jent, viz. a perfon to read to him till 

the 
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the words are rooted in his memory. This exir 
pedient, tho^ tedious, I haveknown frequently 
praftisM with goodfuccefs: little blunders will 
now and then unavoidably arife, either from 
the mifapprehcniion of the fecond agent, or 
the ignorance or waggery of the third ; but 
thefc flips are generally unobferved, or, thro^ 
inattention or indulgence, overlookM by an 
audience. But to returii to the qonfideration 
of my ovTn plan, from which no temptation 
fliall, for the future, feduce me to digrefs* 

We will firft, then, confider the utility of 
Oratory. 

Secondly, the diftin£l: and various kinds, or 
fpecies, of that fcience, as they are prad^isM at 
this day in this kingdom* 

Thirdly, we will demonftrate, that every 
branch of £ngli(h oratory is peculiarly our 
own, owes its rife, progrefs, and perfeftion 
to this country, and was not only unknown 
to the ancients, but is entirely repugnant to 
all thofc principles they have endeavoured to 
eflablift, 

Fourthly, that any rhetorical fyftem now 
exifling, inftead of a crofs in the hands, with 
letters to diredl you on your road, will prove 
only but a Will in the Wifp, to confound, 
perplex, and bewilder you. 

Fifthly, from hence will refult a neceflity, 
for the immediate eflabliihment of an aca« 
demy, for the promulgation and inculcation 
of iiioderu oratory^ 

e a To 



.^ 

\ 



20 THE ORATORS. 

To which academy, the author of thefe 
propofals dolrs hope, iixthly, that he ihall be 
appointed perpetual profeflbr. 

Perhaps it may not be impertbent here to 
obferve, that the author ha^ induftrioudy 
avoided, and will, in the courfe of this 
treatife, avoid all poetical allufiou, all gran« 
deur of expredion, all fplendor of did^ion; ia 
(hort, renounce every rhetorical prop, as 
knowing that, on didadtic fubjefts, order, 
iimplicity, and perfpicuity, are the means to 
gain his end, which is not to gratify the 
imagination, but to improve and polifh the 
underflanding of my countrymen. 

Firft, then, we are to demonftrate the uti- 
lity of oratory : and, this, we flatter ourfelvcs, 
will, in a great meafure, be evident from the 
confideration of its univerfality, and the di- 
flin£lions it procures, both lucrative and ho-p 
nourable, to any mair eminent in the art. 

There is, by the conilitution of this king* 
dom, an affembly of luany individuals, who, 
as the feventh fon of a levv^nth fon is bora 
a phyfician, are orators by l^ereditary right ; 
that is, by birth they :irc ciubied to give their 
opinions and fentimenis on all fubjefts, where 
the iutereft of their country is concerned; To 
this we are to add another aflembly, confifl:-* 
ingof 558 individuals, where, tho* the fame 
privilege is enjoy 'd as in the firft inftance, 
yet this advantage is not poffefsM in virtue of 
any inherent natural right, but is obtained in 

con- 
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confequence of an annual, triennial, or fep- 
tennial deputation from the whole body of 
the people ; if then we add to this lift the 
number of all thofe candidates who are am-^ 
bitious of this honour, with the infinite va- 
riety of » changes that a revolution of twenty 
years will produce, we cannot eftimate thofe 
funds of national orators in ejfe^ pqffe^ znd: 
velky to afmallerquantity than 20,000; and 
this, I believe, by thedifciplcsof Demoivre, 
will bethought a very moderatecomputation. 

The two orders of the long robe next de- 
mand our attention ; and as the pre-eminence 
isunqueftionably duetpthepriefthood, let us 
confider what number of perfons is necefTary 
to fupply that fervice ? England is divided 
into nine thoufand nine hundred and thirteen 
parifhes: now, if wefuppofetwo paftors for 
every parifh, this learned body will be found 
to confift of nineteen thoufand eight hundred 
and tweiy:y-{ix individuals; but as the mofi 
iacred charaders are no more exempted from 
that fatal ftroke that puts a temporary period 
to ourexiftence, than the prophanc, it is ne- 
ceflary that a provifion fhould be made of fit 
and able perfons ; fo that at all events there be 
no lack of -labourers in this plentiful vineyard: 
nor hasthepolicy of this. nation been foblinded 
as not to guard againft this poflible contiur 
gency,by ere6tinglchools,fcminaries, and uni- 
verfities, in which a convenient quantity of 
our youth are.propcrly trained, in order to fill 

B 3 np 
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tip chafms which may be occafionally nladct' 
by the infatiable fcythe of death. If then We 
eftimate |kis corps de referve at the half only ^ 
of the iifandiilg force^ we fhall find the arno/ 
entire amount to 29^739* 

I forfce that an objeftion will be made 
to this calculation^ viz* Thdt two paftors 
to ewexy pari(h is a moft exorbitant and im* 
j^robable chai*ge; for that many pari(hes^ 
ifrotn impropriations, appropriations, and 
Other accidents, inftead of two, are fcarce 
ftble t;o fupport one paftor; and that this 
complaint is almoll general throughout the 
whole principality Of Wales^ where many 
individuals of this refpeftable order^ to the 
great damage of their dignity, are obliged to 
have recourse to very unclerical profeflions 
for the fupport of themfelves and families* 

This objeftion we will allow its full force ; 
but iheti if it be confiderM that in Our origi- 
nal eftiraate we omitted all deans^ canons, 
prebends, heads and fellows of colleges, chap- 
lains to Ihips, regiments, and private fami* 
lies, together with the whole body of dif^ 
ftntirig minifters of all denominations, field- 
preachers, and parifh-clerks, I believe we 
Ihall be thought rather to have diminiihcd 
than exaggerated the real quantity. 

As 1 have not been able to get admittance 
to the archives of the leveral inns of court in 
this metropolis, I am afraid we fliall not be 
able to determine^ with the lame degree of cer- 

taintyi 
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tainty-, the exid number of thofe Who have 
tlevoted th)eir lives 4nd labours to th.e eipla-- 
nation and due execution of our niunicipal 
laws: lam, therefore^ oblig'd to defend on; 
circumftantial evidence, which, in Ibitle 
eaies, is adoiitted^ even in our courts, to have 
€<|ual fotcc with proof pofitivci 
. And here the reafdn of the law (as the law 
is the perfeftion ttf reafon) is extremely clear; 
To illuftfate this by an inftancej 

A fwears a robbery Again ft B j A nAay 
lye^ or at leaft be miftaken; but if the goods 
ftolen from A^ and previoufly defcribed by 
him, are found, with their mark^ in the pof- 
ieflion of 5, B not being able to account for 
fuch pofleffipn, tliat circumftance (hall b6 
deem*d of at leaft equal weight againft 5, as 
if -^ was to fwear pofitively to the perfonal 
identity of £. This being the pra6liceof the 
courts, une (hall proceed^ with all poflibleexpe- 
dition (which, indeed, is not the pfafticeof thfe 
courts), to produce our proofs circUmftantiaK 
As in the former inftance we have grounded 
our calculation on the number of parKhes^ we 
(hall in this derive our cdnipuratidn from the 
number of houfes in the kitigdotni 

To any man tolerably acquainted ^ith the 
country of Englalid^ it is unneceflary toob* 
fcrve, that not only in eVfer-y town^ but almoft 
in every hamlet through which he travels, his 
teyes are conftantly caught by the appearance 
of a fmart houle, prefaced with white rails^ and 

B 4 prologuM 
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proIoguM by a red door, with a braf$ knocker; 
when ypu deHre to be acquainted, wkh thci 
name and quality of the owner of this tn^n* 
fion^ you are always told that it belongs to 
lawyer fuch a one : now, if a hamlet cootam-^ 
ing thirty houfcs, with perhaps an environ of 
an equal number, where labour and the fruits 
of the earth are the only fourccs of wealth, 
can fupport bne attorney in this rural magnifi-* 
cence; what an infinite number of lawyers 
can a commercial capital fudain? But becaufe 
I would rather retrench than exceed, 1 will 
only quarter one attorney upon fifty houfcs* 
The number of houfes in the reign of George 
the Firft (fince which time the quantity is 
confiderably encreas'd,^ was computed at 
i,i75,95i. The number of attorneys then 
will be 25,518; and, if we reckon one barrifter 
to twenty attorneys, the fum total is 24,693« 
I know it will be here objefted, that but one 
fmall part of this numerous body can be be- 
nefited by my plan, the privilege of fpeaking 
publickly being permitted to the fuperior or- 
der, the barriiters alone: but thiscriticifm is 
confined to the oblervation of what pafles 
merely in Weftminfter-hall, without con- 
fidering that, at every quarter and petty feffion 
at all county-courts, courts-leet, courts-ba- 
ron, &c. &c* &c. full power of pleading is 
permitted to every practitioner of the law. 

As the number of thofe who incorporate 
themfelves to promote, not only with their 

cafli 
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cafli but their counfel, the progrefs of the arts 
and fciences, is unlimited, it will be impoffiblc 
for any fixM period to afcertain their quantity: 
nor can we, with any certainty, as the Court- 
Regifter has been filent to the members of 
common -council, determine the amount of 
the city orators ; befides, as what has been 
already offered is mort than lufBcient to prove 
the utility of our fcheme from its univerfality, 
we (hall not trouble our readers nor ourfelves 
with any further calculations; for tho*^they 
are replete with great depth of knowledge, 
are the refult of iutenib application, and the 
vehicles of mathematical truths, yet to the 
million the difquifitionis but dry and tedious, 
andourpurpofc always was, and is, to mix with 
ourinftruftion a proper portion of delegation* 
We will, therefore, for thcle reafons, haften 
to the confideration of the fecond point pro- 
posed, viz. An enquiry into the various kinds 
of oratory now exiftiiig in this country. And 
we (hall not, on this occalion, trouble our- 
, felves with the inveftigation of all the fmaller 
branches of this art 5 but, like the profeflbrs in 
anatomy, contenting ourlelvcs with the difiec- 
tion of the noble parts, remit the examination 
of the ignoble ones to the care of fubaltern 
artifts. Leaving, then, to the minute philo- 
fophers of the age all the orators of veftries, 
clubs, and coffee-houfes, Pau/o majora cana^ 
fjtus; aiid for the better illuAration of this 
head, permit me, reader, to be a little faiici- 

fuL 



a6 THE OR At OR. 5. 

fill. We vyiil fuppofc oratory to be one larg^ 
tl-ee, of which tree fcieiice is the radix ; elo^. 
quence the trunk ; from which trunk fprbiit 
four diftind ramifications ; from which rami- 
fications depends a fruit peculiati: to each. But 
ta make this clearer, we will prefeht thee with, 
thetree itfelf, not enigmatically hieroglyphied^ 
but plaiilly and palpably pourtra^M. 




6ut hefe, i*ea^er, let me hot arrogate to rfty* 
felf the merit of this happy explication; 1 own 
X\\t hiht Was firfl: given m^ with my Grammar. 

The 
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The ingenious^ profound Lilly, after he hat 
led his pupils through the various^ and almoft 
impervious provinces df nouns, pronouns^ 
verbs, participles, and adverbs^ condufts them 
to the foot of that arduous and ftupendous 
mountain ^i Mibic here, dreading left hij 
youthful ardour might bedamp'd with the 0eep 
afcent, he reanimates hisflacken'd nerves with 
the myftic pidure of an apple -tree, the acceii 
to whofe boughs, though tedious ^nd difficult, 
will yet be amply rewarded by leave to revel 
uncontroulM through the whole region of pe- 
pins. May the lufoious fruit iprouting frooi 
the apex of each of my ramifications prove 
an equal fpur to" every beardlefs orator! 

I don*t know whether the mentioning ano- 
ther order of orators, as they are not at prefent 
exifting in this kingdom, may not be deemed 
an impropriety. But as I am a (incere lover of 
my country^ I can't help recommending an 
immediate importation of fome of thofe uiefui 
«nd able artifts. Sir William Temple, in his 
Eifay on Poetry^ has recorded their virtues ; 
and as the race was not extingui(hed in bis 
time, it is to be hoped that it ftill remains; 

li) Ireland, fays Sir William, the great mett 
of their fcept?, amongft many officers of their 
family, had not only a phyfician, a huntfmant 
a fmith, and fuch like, but a poet and tale- 
teller. 

The firft recorded and fung the actions of 
their anceftors, and entertained the company 

at 
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at feafts ; the latter amufed them with tali^s^ 
when they w6re melancholy and could rK>t 
ileep: and a very gallant gentleman has told 
me, of his own experience, that in his wolf- 
hubting there, when he usM to be abroad in 
the mountains three or four days together, and 
Jay very ill at nights, fo as he could ndt well 
fleep, they would bring one of thofe talc- 
tellers, that when he lay down would begin 
a ftory of a king, or a giants a dwarf and a 
4amfel, and continue all night long in fuch an 
even tone that you heard him going on when- 
ever you awakened ; and he believM ncfthing 
any phyikians could give had fo good and fb 
innocent an cSe& to make men fleep in any 
pains or diftempers of body or mind. Thefe 
are Sir William Temple*s words, which con-i* 
tain an amazing inftance of the power of thofe 
orators over the paffions, it requiring full as 
much art and addrefs to affuage and quell, as 
to blowup, and excite, a tumult in the mind* 
In a bill not long (ince depending in parlia- 
ment, for the better regulating the city-watch, 
a claufe was recommended, by a late refpefta- 
b!e magiftrate, that, to prevent the watchmen 
from deeping at nights on bulks (the fource of 
many dilorders) the faid watchmen fhould be 
compelled to fleep fix hours in the day; an 
arch member feconded the motion, and begged 
to be included in this claufe ; for that being 
grievoufly afflicted with the gout, he could 
not for many days fleep a Angle wink.; now 

if 
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if he could be compelled to take t fix hours 
fleep every day, he apprehended that hi^ fits 
would be of a much (horter duration^ Upon 
this dry comment, the motion was raihly re- 
ie6):ed ; but if the houfe had received the kaft 
intimation of the aftonifhinjg^ abilities t)f the 
Rockers, (for by that appellation 1 choofe to 
diftinguiflh this order of orators,) I am coo-* 
vinced that the above claufe would not ocijr 
have been received, but that proj5er eticourage- 
ment would have been given, by parliamciit, 
lor the incroduftion and eftabli^ment of this 
ufeful oratorical fe^ 

Nor, indeed, confidering the vaft addition 
to our cuftomary cares, from the uaaccount^ 
able fludtuation of our funds, the caufe of coi)^ 
eern to many thoufand iiidividuats^ do I think 
i vi& ffom a convenient quantity of thole 
artifts would-be iiow out of feafon; but howr 
this honour is to bcobtainM, whether any of 
thefe great men are now refiding amongjQ: us, 
under the difguife of chairmen and hacktipj 
co&chmen; or whether it would not be more 
advifeable to employ thofe gentlemen who 
have fo lately and fuccefsfully rummaged the 
Highlands of Scotland and Ireland for the 
remains of Runic poetry in fearch of the 
ableft prbfeflbrs ; is fubmitted to t^e Society 
for the Encouragement of Arts? 

I am aware that, on this occafion^ (qme 
arch wag, poflefs*d of the fame fpirit with the 
above fenator, will objed to my fcheme of 

impor- 
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importation, by alledging, that we have of our 
own growth an ample provifiou of rockers, 
and refer us for proof to our feveral churches 
and chapels, during the hours of eleven and 
two on a Sunday, where the fleep^competling 
power will be experimentally demonflrated 
to cxift in its full force amongft us ; but not 
to derogate from the abilities of my country- 
men, furely the fhortnefs of the time, the 
caiife of the nap rarely continuing above fif«^. 
teen or fifteen minutes^ will not admit of a 
proper experiment : befides, how can one 
orator fupply a whole parifh, unlefs, . indeed, 
our churches were to be converted into dor- 
mitories, which I can't thipk will happen, 
as this would be attended with inconvenien<^ 
cies too obvious to need a recital, 

Abftrafled from this lail order, the Englilh 
orators are to be divided into* four diftindt 
claflesi the pulpit^ the fenate, the bar, and the 
llage ; with the firft of thefe branches, the 
pulpir, I (han't interfere, and, indeed, fo few- 
people now of confequence and confideratiou 
frequent the churches, that the art is fcarce 
worth cultivation* The bar — 

SCAMPER. 

P(haw! there*s enough of this dull profing; 
come, give us a little of fomething that*3 
funny; you talkM about pupils. Could not 
we (ec th§m ? 

r T E, 
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F O T E, 

Rather too precipitate, Sir; but however, ia 
fome meafure to fatisfy you, and demonflrate 
the fuccefs of our fcheme; give nje leave to 
introduce to you a moft extraordinary inftance, 
in the perfon of a young Highlander. It is not 
iiltogether 9 year (ince this a(loni(hing fubjed): 
Ipoke nothing but Erfe. Encourag'd by the 
prodigies of my brpther profefTor's Ikill, whofe 
tanne, like the Chevalier Taylor's, pierces the 
remoteft regions, his relations were tempted to 
fend this young gis^nius to Edinburgh ; where 
he went through a regular coqrfe of the pro- 
feflbr's leftures, to 6ni(h his fludies ; he hay 
been about fix weeks under my care, and, 
conlidering the time, I think you will be 
ai^azed at his progrefs. Donald 



Enter d o N A L D. 
What's yer wull. Sir? 



. P O Q T Et 

Will you give thefe ladies and gentlemcQ 
a proof of your ikill ? 

DONALD. 

Ah, ye wad ha* a fpecimen of njy oratorical 
art. 

F o o T E. 
If you pleafe. 

P O rf A L Pf 

In gudc troth on ye f^l j wqJ ye gi' me a 

topici^ ? 

F O O T E. 
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F O O T E. 

O! chufc for yourfelf. 

DONALD, 

Its aw one to Donald. 

F O O T E. 

What think you of a (hort panegyrick en 
the fcience we are treating of? 

DONALD, 

On oratory ; wi' aw my heart* / 

F b o T E. 

Mind your aftion ; let that accompany yQur 
iirords — 

DONALD. 

Dunna heed, man — ^The topic I prefum to 
haundle, is the miraculous gifts of an orator, 
wha, by the bare power of his words, he leads 
men, women, and bairns as he lifts — 

SCAMPER. 

And who ? 

DONALD. [Tari/^. 

Men, women, and bairns. 

SCAMPER. 

Bairns ; who are they ? 

F O O T E. 

Oh ! children his meaning is obvious 

enough. 

1 DONALD. 
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DONALD. 

j^y, ay ; men, women, and bairns, where- 
ever he lifts ; and firft for the antiquity of 
the art — Ken ye, my lads, wha was the firfl: 
orator? — Mayhap, ye think it was Tully the 
Latinift ; ye are wide o'thc mark ; or Demo- 
fthenes the Greek ? In gude troth, ye're as far 
off as before — Wha was it, then ? It was e'en 
that arch-chiel, the Deevil himfel — 

SCAMPER. [Hajiify. 

The devil it was ; how do you prove that ? 

DONALD. 

Guds zounds, mon, ye brake the thrid of 
my harang ; an yeMl but ha'd yer tongue, Tib 
prove it as plain as a pike-ftaff. 

T I R E H A C K. 

Be quiet, Will, and let him go on* 

DONALD. 

I fay It was that arch-chiel, the Deevil 
himfel. Ye ken weel, my lads, how Adan^ 
and Eve were planted in Eden, wi plenty o* 
bannocks and cail, and aw that they wifhed, 
but were prohibited the eating of pepins — 

SCAMPER. 

Apples — 

DONALD. 

Weel, weel, and are na pepins and apples 
aw the fame thing ? 

C p o o T E. 
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F O O T E. 

Nay, pray. Gentlemen, hear him out* 
Go on with your pepins— . "^ 

DONALD. 

Prohibited the eating, of pepins ; upon 
which what does me the orator Satan, but 
he whifpers a faft fpeech in her lug ; egad 
our grannym fell to in an inftant, and eat a 
pepin without flaying to pare 'w-^^f Addrejfes 
bimfelf to the Oxonians^) Ken ye lads, wha 
was the firft orator, now? 

T I R E H A c K, to Scamper, 
What fay you to that ? 

SCAMPER. 

By my foul, the fellovv*s right— 

DONALD. 

Ay, but ye wan*na ha' patience — ye wan*na 
ha* patience, lads-~ 

TIREHACK. 

Hold your jaw, and go on-— 

DONALD. 

Now, we come to the difinition of an ora-^ 
tor ; and it is from the Latin words oro^ orare^ 
to ii)treat, or perfwad ; and how, by the means 
o' elocution, or argument, which argument 
coufifts o' letters, which letters joinM mak 
iyllables, which fyllablcs compounded mak 
* words, 
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words, which words combiji'd mak fentences, 
or periods, or which aw together mak an 
orator, fo the (irft gift of an^i^rator is words— 

SCAMPER. 

Here, Donald, you are out* 

DONALD* 

How fo ? 

SNUFFER. 

Words, the firft gift of an orator ! Kq, Do- 
tiald,, ho, at fchool I learned better than that : 
Do*ft not remember, Will, what is the firft 
perfedlion of an orator ? a<9:ion. The fecond, 
aftion. The third, -adion. 

TIREHACK. 

Right, right, Harry, as right as my nail ; 
there, Donald, I think he has given you a 
dofe— ^ 

DONALD, 

An ye ftay me, i' the midft 6* my arou- 
ment — 

SCAMPER. 

Why don*t you ftick to truth ? 

DONALD. 

I tell ye, I can logically. ' > 

T I R E H A C K. 

Damn your logick— * 

DONALD. 

Mighty weel — Maifter Foote^ how ca* ye 
this ufage? 

C 2 J? O T 8. 
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F O O T E. 

Oh, never mind them — ^proceed. 

DONALD. 

In gude troth, Pfe nat fay ane ward mare^ 

F o o T £• 

Finifli, finifh, Donald, — 

DONALD. 

Ah! they have jumbled aw my ideas toge- 
ther; but an they will enter into a fair argu^ 
mentation. Tie convince 'em that Donald 
Macgregor is mare than a match.— 

SCAMPER. 

You be — 

D O -N A L D. 

Very we el — 

F o o T E. 

Nay, but my dear Donald — 

Hands afF, Maifter Foote — I ha* finifhM my 

. tale, the De'el a word mare fal ye get out o' 

Donald — yer fervant. Sir. (Exit. 

FOOTE. 

You fee, gentlemen, what your impatience 
has loft us, 

SCAMPER. 

Rot him, let him go ; but is this fellow 
cue of your pupils? why, what a damnable 
twang he has got, with his men, women, 
and bairns ! — 

FOOTE. 



THE ORATORS. 2^^ 

F O O T E. 

His pronunciation is, I own, a little irre- 
gular ; but then confider he is but merely a 
novice ; why, even in his prefent condition, 
he makes no bad figure for his five minutes 
at the Robin-Hood \ and in a month or two, 
we (han't be afham'd to flart him in a more 
reJpeSiable place. 

But now, gentlemen, we are to defcend to 
the peculiar eilbntial qualities of each diflinA 
fpecies of oratory ; and firft for the bar — but 
as no didadlic rules can fo well convey, or 
words make a proper impreflion, we will 
have recourfe to more palpable means, and 
endeavour, by a lively imitation, to demon- 
flrate the extent of our art. We muft, for 
this end, employ the aid of our pupils ; but 
as fome preparation is necefl'ary, we hope 
you will indulge us in a (hort interruption. 



End of the first act. 



ACT 
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A C T 11. 

SCENE, J Hall of Juftke, 

Enter f o o t fi. 

THE firft fpecies of Oratory we are to de- 
monftrate our Ikill in, is that of the bar ; 
and, in order to give our ledture an air of rea- 
lity, you are to luppofe this a court of juftice, 
furniftiM with proper miniftcrs to difcharge 
the neceffary funftion?. But, to fupply thefe 
gentlemen with bufinefs, w^e muft likewife 
inftitue an imaginary caufe; and, that the 
whole may be ideal, let it be the profecution 
of an imaginary being ; I mean the phantom 
of Cock-Ian^, a phaenomenon that has much 
puzzled the brains, and terrifyM the minds, of 
many of our fellow-rubjeds. 

You are to confider, ladies and gentlemen, 
that the language of the bar is a fpecies of 
oratory dlftiiift from every other. It has been 
obferv'd, that the ornaments of this profeflion 
have not (lione with equal lullre in an aflem- 
bly near their own hall; the reafon aiiign'd, 
though a pleafant, is not the true one. It has 
been hinted, that theie gentlemen were in 
want of their briefs; but was that the difeafe, 
the remedy would be eafy enough : they need 
only have recourfe to the artijice fuccefsfully 

praftis'd 
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pra(9:is*d by fome of their colleagues; inftead 
of having their briefs in their hands^ to hide 
them at the bottom of their hats* 

\Calls tO'his pupils^ who enter drefs^ d as ajujiicer 
a derky a ferjeant at law^ and a counfdlor* J\ 

You will remember, Gentlemen, your pro- 
per paufes, repetitions, hums, ha*s, and inter- 
jc£l:ions: now feat yourfelves, and you the 
counfel remember to be mighty dull, and you 
the juftice to fall aflcep. I muft prepare to 
appear in this caufe as a witnefs* [Exit. 

JUSTICE. 

Clerk, read the indiiflment. 

CLERK Reads. 
MiddlefeXy to wit* 

Fanny Phantom^ you are indi6led. That on, 
or before the firft day of January, 1762, you 
the faid Fanny did, in a certain houfe, in a 
certain ftreet, call'd Cock-lane, in the county 
of Middlefcx, malicioufly, treacheroufly^ 
wickedly, and wilfully, by certain thumpings, 
knocking?, fcratchings, and flutterings againft 
doors, walls, wainfcots, bedileds, and bed- 
ports, difturb, annoy, affault, and terrify 
divers innocent, inoffenfive, harmlefs, quiet, 
fimple f>eople, refiding in, at, near or about 
the faid Cock-lane, and elfewhere, in the faid 
county of Middlefex, to the great prejudice of 
faid people in faid county. How fay you, 
guilty, or— 

C 4 c o u N- 
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COUNSELLOR Jiops the Clerk Jbort. 

May it pT?afe your worfhip — hem-^I am 
council in this caufe for the ghoft- — hem — 
and before 1 can permit her to plead, I have 
an objedtion to make, that rs — hem — I (hall 
objeft to her pleading at all. — Hem — It is the 
fcanding law of this country — hem — and has 
— hem— always been fo allow'd, deem'd, and 
pradisM, that — hem — all criminals (hould be 
try'd per pares^ by their equals — hem — that 
i? — hem — by a jury of equal rank with them- • 
felves. Now, if this be the cafe, as the cafe 
it is; I — hem — I Ihould be glad to know, 
how my client can be tryM in this here 
manner. And firft, who is my client? She 
is in the indictment call'd a phantom, a 
ghoft; What is a ghoft? a fpirit. What is a 
Jpirit? a fpirit is a thing that exifts indepen- 
dently of, and is fuperior to, fle(h and blood. 
i\nd can any man go for to think, that 1 can 
advife my client to fubmit to be try*d by 
people of an inferior rank to herfelf ? certainly 
no — 1 therefore, humbly move to qnafti this 
indidmenr, unlefs a jury of ghofts be firft 
had, and obtainM ; unlefs a jury of ghofts be 
firft had and obtain'd. [^Sits down. 

SERJEANT. 

I am, in this caufe, Council againft Fanny 
Phantom the ghoft; — eh, — and notwith- 
ftanding tlie rule laid down by Mr. Proiequi, 
be — eh — right in the main, yet heie it can't 

avail 
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avail his client a whit. We allow — eh— 
we do allow, pleafeyour worfhip, that Fanny 
quoad Phantom, — ch — *had originally a right 
to a jury of ghofts; but — eh— if (he did, hy 
any aft of her own, forfeit this right, her 
•plea cannot be admitted. Now, we can 
prove, pleafe your worfhip, prove by a cloud 
of witneffes, that faid Fanny did, as Ipeci- 
fied in the indiftmcnt, fcratch, knock, and 
flutter ; — eh— which laid fcratchings, knock*- 
ings, and flutterings— eh—being operations, 
merely peculiar to flefh, blood, and body-— 
eh — we do humbly apprehend — eh — that 
by condefcending to execute the aforefaid 
operations, (he has waivM her privilege as a 
ghoft, and may be tryM in the ordinary form, 
accprding to the ftatute fo made and pro- 
vided in the reign of, &c. &c. &c. 
Your wor(hip's opinion. 

TIREHACK. 

Smoke the juftiqe, he is as fail as achurch« 

SCAMP E R. 

1 fancy he has touched the tankard too 
much this morning ; he'll know a good deal 
of what they have been faying. 

JUSTICE, 
[/» wak^d by the Clerk^ who tells him they have pleaded* 

Why the objedlion — oh — brought by Mr. 
Profequi, is (whifpers the clerk) doubtlefs pro- 
vilionally a valid objedion ; but then, if the 

culprit 
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culprit has, by an a£l of her own, defeated 
her privilege, as aflerted in Mr. Serjeant's 
replication ; we conceive (he may be legally 
try'd— oh,— befides — oh,— -befides, 1, I, I 
can't welk fee how we could impannel a jury 
of ghofts; or— oh— how twelve fp]rits, who 
have no body at all, can be faid to take a 
corporal oath, as requirM by law — unlefs^ 
indeed, as in cafe of the peerage, the *pri- 
foner may be try*d on their honour. 

> COUl^SELLOR. 

Your worlhip*s diftinftion isjij^; knock- 
ings, fcratchings, &c. as aflerted by Mr* Ser* 
jcant.— • 

S ER JE ANT* 

Aflerted— Sir, do you doubt my inftruc- 

tlons ? 

CaUNSEtLOR* 

No interruptions, if you pleafe, Mr. Ser-^ 
jeant ; I fay as aflerted, but can aflertions 
be admitted as proofs ? certainly no— 

S E R J E A N T. 

Our evidence is ready-— 

C O U N S E L T, O R. 

To that we object, to that we objeta-, as it 
will anticipate the merits — your worftiip— 

SERJEANTi 

Your vvorihip— 

I ' J U 3 T I C Kt 
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JUSTICE. 

Why, as you impeach the ghoft's privilege, 
you muft produce proofs of her fcratchings, 

S E R J E A NT. 

Call Shadrach Bodkin. 

CLERK. 

Shadrach Bodkin, come into court. 

SERJEANT. [Enter Bodkin. 
Pray, Mr. Bodkin, where do you live ? 

B o D K IN, 

I fojourn in Lukener's-latie. 

SERJEANT. 

What is your profeffion ? 

BODKIN, 

I am a teacher of the word^ and a taytor. . 

SCAM p E R» 

Zounds^ Will, it is a raethodiit 

T I R E H A C Kt 

No, fure I 

SCAMPER, 

By the lord Harry, it is, 

C L E R Kt 

Sileoce, 

SERJEANT. 

Do you know any thing of Fanny the 
pJiantom? 

B O K X N» 
f 
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BODKIN. 

Yea — I do. 

SERJEANT. 

Can you give any account of her thump- 
ings^ fcratchings, and fiutterings ? 

' BODKIN. 

Yea — manifold have been the fcratchiiigs 
and knockings that I have heard. 

SERJEANT. 

Name the times. 

B O D K I N. 

I have attended the fpirit Fanny from the 
firft day of her fiutterings, even to the la ft 
fcratch that fhe gave. 

SERJEANT. 

How long may that be ? 

BODKIN. 

Five weeks did (he flutter, and fix weeks 
did (he fcratch. 

SCAMPER. 

Six weeks — Damn ir, I wonder fhe did not 
wear out her nails. 

CLERK. 

Silence. 

SERJEANT. 

I hope the court is convinced. 

c o u N* 



?« 
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COUNSELLOR. 

Hold, Mafter Bodkin, you and I inuft have 
a little difcourfe, A taylor, you fay. Do you 
work at your bufinefs? 

B O D K I N, 

No— 

COUNSELLOE. 

Look upon me, look upon the court- 
Then your* prefent trade is your teaching ? 

BODKIN. 

It is no trade. 

COUNSELLOR.. 

What is it then, a calling ? 

BODKIN. 

No, it is no calling — it is rather^-^as I may 
{dy-^z forcing — a compelKng — 

COUNSELLOR. 

By whom ? 

BODKIN. 

By the fpirit that is within me-^ 

s c A k P £ R. 

It is an evil fpirit, I believe; and needs muft 
when the devil drives, you know. Will. 

TIREHACK. 

Right, Harry— 

c o u N- 
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C6UNS£LLOR< 

When did you firft feel thefe fpiritual 
motions? 

BODKIN. 

In the town of Norwich, where I wa$ 
born ; — One day as 1 was fitting crofs-legged 
on my (hop- board, new feating a cloth pair 
of breeches of Mr. alderman Crape's— -1 felt 
the fpirit within me,^ moving upwards and 
downwards, and this way and that way, and 
tumbling and jumbiing-rat firft I thought it 
was the colic — 

And how are you certain it was not ^ 

BODKIN. 

At laft I heard a voice whifpering within 
me, crying, Shadrach, Shadrach, Shadrach, 
caft away the things that belong to thee, thy 
thimble and flieers, and do the things that I 
bid thee. 

COUNSELLOR. 

And you did ? 

BODKIN* 

Yea, verily. 

COUNSELLOR. 

I think I have heard a little of you, Mafter 
Bodkin ; and fo you quitted your bufinefs, 
your wife, and your children ? 

B D tC t N. 
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BODKIN. 

I did. 

COUNSELLOR. 

You did— But then you commun'd with 
other men's wives ? 

BODKIN. 

Yea, and with widows, and with maidens. 

COUNSELLOR. 

How came that about, Shadrach ? 

BODKIN, 

I was moved thereunto by the fpirit. 

COUNSELLOR. 

I (hould rather think by the flefli— I have 
been told, friend Bodkin, that twelve became 
pregnant— 

B O p JL I Nr 

Thou art deceived— They were, barely but 
nine. 

COUNSELLOR. 

Why, this was an aftive fpirit. 

SERJEANT. 

But to the point, Mr, Profequi. 

COUNSELLOR. 

Well, then — you fay you have heard thofc 
fcratchings and knockings ? 

BODKIN. 

Yea-- 

C O U N- 
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COUNSELLOR. 

But why did you think they came from a 
fpirit? 

BODKIN. 

Becaufe the very fame thumps, fcratchcs, 
and knocks, I have felt on my bread- bone 
from the fpirit within me— « 

COUNSELLOR. 

And thefe noifes you arc fure you heard 
on the firft day of January ? 

BODKIN. 

Certain — 

SERJEANT. 

But to what do all thofe interrogatories 

tend ? 

COUNSELLOR. 

To a moft material purpofe; your worlhip 
obferves, that Bodkin is pofitive as to the 
noifes made on the firft day of January by 
Fanny the phantom : now if we can prove 
an Alibh that is, that, on that very day, at 
that very time, the faid Fanny was fcratch- 
ing and fluttering any where elfc,. we appre- 
hend that we deftroy the^ credit of this wit- 
nefs — Call Petejc. Paragraph. 



CLERK. 



Peter Paragraph, come into court. 



4 



C O U N- 



: ) /.. .:\ I. ;.>C/0 N'S J5 L L O R, { — j.- '- . 

iPJik^ntkinaii i*s an eminent pcrAter,. aild 
Has ; fcolMded, fi*r the i public infdrcnatioo^ 
iiVe^ ^airticular ifelativeito this rfemarkabte 
ftor^;^ but as hehas ^the toisfofturie to havq 

ftut^rielejg, youf wof (hip will iadulgc him 
in tfee ttfe of a elixir, • 



C I. £ & Sl« 



t « • r 



t f 



Peter Paragraph, come into court 

COUNSEL LOR. \Enter Paragraph,] 

ft-ay, Mr. Paragi'aph, where was you bctrn? 



k k ' t 



P AR AQR AP H. 

Sir, I api a native of Ireland, and born ixA 
bred in the city of Dublin. 

CO U N S E L L OR* 

When did you arrive in the pity of I/)ti« 
don? 

PAR A OR A PS. 

About the laft autumhVl equinox; and now 

' I recolleft, vafyourn^l mgkes taehtion of my 

departure* fbf .Enjglandy irt the Befsborough 

Packet, Friday, OAob^r' the tenth/ N. S, Qt 

New StiK. ' ' ' ' ' 

• COU N S E L LOR* 

* 

Oh I Then the Journal is yours } 

PARA Q\liAPHf 

PWej your wbrfljjpi It isj ind relating 
«%«^9^ bei^^il iitP'S^^F.^pH a' pleafant 
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conceit — Laft week I went to mdt a peer^ fof 
1 kuovrfteersj and peers know me;- :^otfaihis 
lonifliip to me, Mr. Paragraph, wttli 'refpejf]^ 
to your Journal, J vVojulA wifli that your 
paper: was whiter, dr..y0ur Uik .bla^^^. 
Quoth Lfio the peer, :fey way ofrepl/^ liixqpp 
you will own there is enpugh for the moHey^j 
his ]ordfhip was pleafed to laugh. It was 
fuch a pretty repartge;' Ke,^ he, he, hr 



] U S f 1 C ti 

Pray, Mr. Paragraphs what might be ^our 
buiinefs- in Enghnd ? '' > - 

p A 4 A G R A p H. 
Meni— i-a little love affair, pleafo your 
worfhip. . V . .:: 

to.piis}L t L OS. 
A wife, 1 fuppofe— 

PARAGRAPH. 

Something tending that way ; even fo long 
ago as January 1739-40, there paft fome 
amorous glances ^between us: flie is the 
daughter of old Vamp of the Turnftile^; but 
at that time I ftifled my paffion, Mrs, Para- 
graph being then in the land of the living. 

COUNSEL LOR. 

She i$ now dead? .. 

PA R A GRAPH. 

Three years arid three quarters, pieafp yoar 
worftiip: we were exceeding happy together >, 
(he was, indeed, a; little apt tube jealous. 

c o tr N- 
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• COUNSELLOR. 

No wonder— 

paragraJ^h. 

Yes : they cati't help it, poor fouls ; but 
fiotwithftanding, at her deaths I gave her a 
prodigious good charafter in my Journal. 

COUNSELLOR. i 

And how proceeds the prefent aifFair r 

PARAGRAPH. 

Jfuft now, we are quite at a ftand— ^ 

C O U N S £ L L O Ri 

How fo ? 

PARAGRAPH^ 

The old fcoundrel her father has t)layM 
me a (lippery trick* 

coUN SELL 6 R4 
Ihdeed! 

PARAGRAPH. 

As he could give no money in hand^ I 
dgreed to take hcv fortune in copies \ I was to 
have the Wits P'ade MecufH entire ; four hun- 
dred of News from the . Invifible World, in 
(heets; all that remained of Olanivil upon 
Witches; Hill's Bees, Bardana, Brewing, aiid 
Balfam of Honey ; and three eighths c^ Ro- 
binfon Crufoe. ^ 

I> % c ovnx* 
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C O U N S )K J^ L O B« 

A pretty fortune ! 

.PARAGRAPH. 

. .: Yes; thoy are .things tb&t ftir ijftithe trade; 
but you muft kftow that we agreed to go 
halves iu Fanny. the Phantom. But wbilft 
I and two authors, whom I had hir*d to alk 
queftions, at nine (hillings a night, were tak- 
ing notes of the knockings at the- boufe of 
Mr. Parfons biipfclf, that old rafcal Vamp had 
privately printea off a thoufand elghteen- 
penny fcratchings, purchafed of two tnettiodifl: 
preachers, at the public houfoover the way — 

COUNSELLOR. 

Now we come to the point •^-look upon this 
eYidencc; was he prefeut at Mr, Parfons's 
knockings? 

PARAGRAPH. 

Never ; this is one of the rafcally m^etho- 
difts — Harkee, fellow, how could you be fuch 
a fcoundrel to fell for genuine your counter- 
feit ^fcratchings to Vamp ? ' 

BODKIN. 

My fcratchings \yere the true fcratch- 
ings-rr 

PARAGRAPH. 

Why, you lying fon of a whore, did not 
I buy all my materials from the girl's father 

himfelf? 

^ - BODKIN. 



^ ' 
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fi fi: 6 ll ATOfe s. j^ 

' Whit thte ^irit commanded, that did L 

P A R A G R A PH. 

' What'fpirk? 

.B O D K I Nv 

, The fpirit within me-— 

' P A R A G R A P H- 

If I could but gfetat Joti,l would foon try 
what fort of a fpirit it is-*— ftop, you viJJaiii . 

[Exit BODKIN.] 

The rogue has made his efcape — i?u?t I will 
dog him, to find out his haunts, and then re- 
turn for a warrant — His fcratchings! afcoun- 
ilrel ; I will have juftice,^or ril turn ht^ taber- 
nacle into a pigftye, [Exit paragraph.] 

C U N S I: 1UX..0R. 

I hope, pleafe your wxwrfliip, we have fuffi- 
ciently cftabliflied our jlliii. 

j.v s T.i.c E* . . 

You are unqueftionably entitled to a jury 
ofghofts. 

COUNSELLOR. 

Mr. Serjeant, you will provide us a lift ? 

SERJEANT. 

Let us fee — you have no objcdlion to Sir 
George Villa rs J the evil genius of Brutus; 
the ghoft of Banquo ; Mrs. V^ah 

U ^ C O U N- 
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COUNSELLOR*. 

We objed to a woman — ^your worflxip-^ 

JUSTICE. 

Why, it is not the praftice ; this, k muft 
be own'd, is an extraordinary cafe. But, 
however, if, on convidion, the phantom 
ihould plead pregnancy, Mrs,, Veal will be 
^dmifted on tne jviry of matrons. 

SERJEANT, 

I thank your worfhip: then the court is 
adjourned. 

[Terence and Dcrmot in an upper box. 

TERENCE. 

By my (houl, but I will fpake. 

D P R M O T. 

Arrah, be quiet, Terence. 

TERENCE. 

Dibble burn me but I will; hut, hut, not 
fpake, what (hould ail me? harkee you, Mr. 
Juftice — 

SCAMPER. 

Hollo, what's the matter now. Will f 

D E R M o T. 

Leave off, honey Terence, now you are 
well — 

TERENCE. 

Dermot, be eafy— 

SCAM- 
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Hear hi ra- 



se A M P E E, 



TIREHACK, 

Hear* him — 

T E H E N C e. 

Ay, hear him, hear him; why the matter 
is this, Mr. jLilU::e, that little hopping fellow 
'there, that Dabliu Journal man, is as great a 
liar as ever was born — 



How fo? 



TIBEHACK. 



TERENCE. 

Ay, prithee don't bodder me ; what, d'ye 
learn no more manners at Oxford college, than 
to ftop a gentleman in the midft of his fpeech 
before he begins? oh, for fhame ofyourfelf — 
Why the matter is this, Mr. Juftice, that there 
what the debble d'ye call him, Pra-Praragraf, 
bur, by ray (houl, that is none of his pame 
neither, I know the little baftard as well as 
myfelf ; as to Fanny the phantom, long life 
to the poor gentlewoman, he knows no more 
of her than the mother that bore her-.- 



Indeedl good lord, you furpnze me? 



TERENCE, 



T E R S N C E* 

Art ah, now, honey Suds, fpake v^Kea you 
lire fpoke to; you ?ir*nt upon the jury, my 
jcwel| now ; by my (houl you arc a, littk.xoo 
fat for a ghoft^ 

r, * t RJBH A.ck. 

Prithee^ friend Ephraim, .let; hfih go on? 
lct*s bear ji little what hb \v6uld he at*-* 

T E 5l e:N: c;e* , ... 
I fay, he knows pqthing about the cafe 
that is litigated here^ d^y'e lee, at all, at .all } 
becafe why, I hant ha been from £)tfbliQ 
above four weeks, or a month ; and I faw 
)iim in his flxojpi evcijy day ; fp th?f; j^ow. 9;oul4 
h^ be here and there tpor unleJsi* indfeed, he 
^ifed to fly backwards and forwards, and that 
you fee is impofSble, becafe why, he has got 
% wooden leg* 

S d A M P E *♦ 

What the devil is the fellow about ? 

> 

T I R E H A C K. 

1 fmoak him— harkee, Terence^ who do 
you take that lame man to be ? 

T E R E N C E» 

Oh> myjewel^ I know him well enough 
fure by his parfon, for all he thoyght to 

tonwal himfelf by changing his name^— 

» • ' •■..... 

6 CAMP EK. 
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Why, it is Foote, you fool* 

T I R £ d A Cti 

Foote. 

TER ENClS* 

Fot, what the leaiftc^*cain ? Pa— • 

T I R £ H A C K. 

Yes. 

■ s ' . * . 

TERENCE* 

. Arrah, be eaiy, lion^y-. 

' S C A M P £ R« 

Nay, fenqtiire <!)f Sud^* 

SUDS. 

Truly I am fhifi'd^ ^was he; 

TERENCE. 

Yo\ir humble fervant yourfelf, Air. Suds ; 
by my Ihoul, Til wager you three thirteens 
to a. rap, that it is no fuch matter at ail, at 
all. 

SCAMPER. 

Done— and be judg'd by the compaoy. 

• TERENCE. 

Done— ril 4(k the Oratolf himfelf— here he 
comes; ££«/^r Foote.] Harkce, honey Fbtt 

was 
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was it yourfelf that .was happing about here 

but now ? . ., . . 

F O O T^». 

I have heard your debate, and muft give 
judgment againfl you— 

T E R E N C £• 

What, yourfelf, yourfelf ! 

.-' FOOTE* 

It was— 

TERENCE. 

Then, faith, I have loft my thirteens— . 
Arrah, but Fot, my jewel, why are you after 
playing fuch pranks to bring an honcft gon- 
tleman into company where he is nat— But 
what, is this felling of lectures a thriving 
profeflion ? 

F O O T E. 

I can't determine as yet ; the public have 
. been very indulgent; I have not long open*d, 

T E R E N c p. 

By my flioul, if it anfwers, will you be my 
pupil, and leam me the trade ? 

P O O T E. 

' Willingly — 

TERENCE. 

Tliat's an honeft fellow, long life to you, 
. laid. \Slts down^ 

Enter 
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Enter M^G E 6 R G E. 



M*G E O R G E. 

Here is Do£tor Frifcano without 

F O O T Ei 

Frifcano — who is he? 

M * G E O R G E. * 

The GerixiBn phyfician from James-ftrcet» 

F O O T E. 

Well ; what 'is his bufinefs with me? 

M ^ G E O R G E. 

He is in daiiger of Ipiing his tra(Je« 

F o o T £• 
How fo ? - 

M ^ G E O R G E. 

He' fays, ]aft fummer, things went on 
glibly enough, for then he had the market 
all to himfelf ; but this year thereisan Italian 
fellow ftarted up in the garden, that with 
his face and grimace has taken all his patients 
away. 

J o o T E. 
That*s hard. 

...... M*G E O R G E. 

- . » 

Dreadful — if you was to hear the poor 
man's terrible tale you would really be moved 
to coxnpaflioQ: he fays that his bleeding; won't 

find 
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find bim iabroid^. aad.;|s to-the tooth trade^ 
excepting' two 'ft umpsy for Cx-pericc a piece, 
^tis a month fince he looked in a mouth-^ 

Viow can I help him ? 

M^GEOJtGE* 

Why he thinks oratory ;wijtl do all with the 
£ng£(h ; and if you would but teach iiim to 
talk, he Ihould foon get his cuftom again*-*— 

F O O T E* 

Can he read r 

M* G E O R C E» 

. . ^ . . ... ... 

Oh Lord ! poor man, no. 

F o o i* £. 
Well, let him attend here on^-^* 

M*G E o R G £. 

He hopes you' will quickly difpatch hixn, 
for if he finds he can't do as a do6lor, he in- 
tends to return to the curing of horfes again. 

F O O T E. 

Well, tcll him he may reft afllired, he 
fhall either bleed or (hoe in a fortnight. 

[Exit M'GE OR G E. 
F O O T E. 

Having thus compleated our lefture on the 
eloquence peculiar to the bar, we (hall pro- 
duce one great group of orators, in Which Will 
be exhibited rptecitneiis .of every btanch of ^e 

art. 



' T 



T H © raRi A/T JOIR s 



£h 



art. You will have, at one view, the choleric, 
the ^laddi^rfjeyotoble; the frigid, th^ (to^y^ 
the turgid, the calm, and the clamorous ; and 
as a proof off 9ur exouifita ikiU, our fubje£l:s 
are not fuch* as a regular education has pre* 
pared for thie reception of this fublime fcience, 
but afet ofillfteMt^ mechanics, -whom you 
are to fuppofe aflembled at the Robin-hood 
ill the Butcher^i%W' lii'b^deP^ti^ difcufs and 
adjuft the various fyftems of Europe ; but 
particularly to determihe'thfc (epdilatd ifttftffeft 
of 'their owti mtother country; 
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End of the second act. 
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A c T III, 

• S CEN E, Tiie Rp^ia HooJ., . ^ 



■ ^ r « • 1 • . - 



*» f »■ • • 



The Pre SI DEN T« 



-Dermot P'Droheda, a Chairman; Tim Twift^ 
a Taylor; Strap, a Shoemaker; AnyU, a 
Smith; Sam Slaughter, a Butcher; Catch- 
pole^ a Bailif. All with Pewter Pots be- 
fore them. 



s 



PRESIDENl". 

I L E N C E, gentlemen ; are your pots 

repleniftied with porter ? 



A L L- 

Full, Mr. Prefident- 

PRESIDE N T# 

We will then proceed to the bufiuefs of the 
day ; and let me beg, gentlemen, that you 
will, in your debates, preferve that decency 
and decorum that is due to the importance of 
your deliberations, and the dignity of this Jl-* 
luftrious aflembly — 

[Gets upy pulls off his hat^ and reads the motion. 
Motion made laft Monday to be debated to- 
day, " That, for the future, mftead of that 

" vulgar 
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•* vulgar potatioa called porter, the honour- 
** able members may^{|ef^ppliedAY.i^ a{j[>r(>- 
•« per quantity of Irifli ufquebagh. 

. A* Dermot O'Drdbeda + his mark.*' 

o D k,o H E D A. - xOetS^p. 

That-»s I wfelf. ^ ! r, :r"^ 

. : • '.^P R. E.s-.i D E It-T*.;'_i. ^^. v.. 

- Mr. ODjphcda*. . ^ .k,, .^^ ,;. ^ ,^ ^^ 

. . . o' D.R O..K E 6 A*. ;; . .l.,I 

Mr. Prefidenty thecafe is thisf.ifrig OiUlt !:»- 
cafe I am any grate lover of that ^&CQeufq^|!^ 
bagh that I have fet m^ mark to the^motioOi; 
but becafe I did not think it wasudeosi^.fori^ 
hUmber of gaiitlemign that were; d'ye fcQ, 
met to fettle the afi^irs of the -nation, . to :he 
guziiling a pot of porter; to be fure the liquor 
is a pretty fort of a liquor enough when a maji 
is hot with trotting between acoupleof polefs; 
but this is anotherguefs matter, becafe whj^ 
the head is concerned ; and if it was not for 
the malt uikI the haps, dibble burn me^but I 
would as fbon take ia drink from the Thames 
as your porter. But as to Ufquebagh ; ah long 
life to the liquorr— it is an exhi|iraCor of the 
bowels, and a ftomatic to^ the hfead ; I fay, 
■ Mg Prefident, it invigorated, it ftimCilatcfS, 
it — in (hort it is the onlieft liquor^of life, and 
no man alive will die wbilft he drinks it. 

[5//J down. T wift gets up^ . iaving a piece 
of paper ^ containing the beads ojwbat heh 
fay s^ in his bat. ^ ' 



^ T.miL W'^sf^rjc ft Sir 

* llfr. Timothy Twift. ' • 



• * * 



( '*" 



T I HA T-W I S !••- 
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.-. Mn 3?rcfident, I feco/jd IVIK C>'Droheda*s 
motion i and, iirVgive me Jeave-r-I,fay,J\lr4 
Prefidcnt— [/^i&i in its haf'J. give* liie feiave to 
obferve, that; fir, thd* it ir itnjpoffible to add 
any force to what has beeJaa^vim:^ by^my 
honourable friend in the^ftraps';; yet, fir, [looks 
iMoMs Saif^gam^yitm^^fY^ l&y^^e.iiecef- 
-^y to obviate fome objed:iQns:ithat.n)ay be 
Mslde-ta.the. motioa; and firil, it naayhe 
thougbti-^I fay, fir, . focoe^ gpn^e^Ken , may 
fihink^ that this may; prove peaijcious to our 
'4aianu£ciduTe^-rn&ab inMu i^/^jjaqd, thp 4uty 
^d&^bitlers it is^of every membe.r of this.iUuftri- 
ous afiembly to have a particlijlar eyie unto 
that ; but Mr. Prefident-r-fir — [4*?ii in his hat^ 
is ccnfufcd^ andfits.down^ 

PRESIDENT, 

- Mr, Twift, O pray finiOi, Mr. Turift. 

t w I s T. \Gets up. 

. . I fay, Mr. Prefidenr, that, fir, if, fir, it be 
" considered that- — as — I fay — \looks in his hat\ 
1 haye nothing farther to fay. 

\Sits down, and Strap gets up. 

-PRESIDENT. 

i »*jMr, Strap. 

4 • ' STRAP. 

Mr. Prefident, it was upt rpy intention to 
1 / V trouble 
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ttouble the affembljr upon this occafion, but 
when I hear infinuations riirdwn out by gen- 
tlemen, where the intereft of this country is 
fo deeply concernied, I bwh I cannot fit filent j 
and give me leave to fay, fir, there never came 
before this aiTembly a point of more impor- 
tance than this ; it ftrikes, fir^ at the very root, 
fir, of your coiiflitution ; for, fir, what does this 
motion imply? it im{)lies that porter, a whole- 
Ibme j domeflic manufa61:ure,is to be prohibited 
at once. And for what, fir? for a foreign, 
pernicious commodity. I had, fir, formerly 
the honour, in conjundlion with my learned 
friend in the leather apron, to expel (herbct 
from amongfl us, as I looked upon lemons as 
a fatal and foreign fruit ; and can it be thought, 
^ fir, that I will fit filent to this ? No, fir, I will 
put my fhoulders flrongly againft it ; I will 
oppofe it manibus totibus. For ihould this 
J)ropofal prevail, it will not end here i fatal, 
give me leave to fay, will, I forefee, be the 
ilTue ; and I (han't be furprized, in a few days^ 
to hear from the fame quarter, a motion for 
the expuliion of gin, and a premium for the 
importation of whifky. 

\^A hum of approbation^ with Jignljkant 
nods and winks from the other member s^ 
Hejitsdowni atid Anvil and another 
member get up together i fome cry 
Anvil, others Jacobs. 



V 
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PRUlSlDfe'NT. 

Mr. Anvlh • 

A N V I U 

Mr. Prefidertt, fir-*. 

{The ptemiirs till blow ibeirnqfes'^ and comgbi 
Aavil talks all the ^inle\ but it not hmndi 

PftESIpENT. 

Siknce^ gentleinen ; pray, gentlemen^ A 
worthy member is up* 

AN V I L* 

I fay^ Mn Prel^dfent, that if We coiifider this 
cafe in its iftmoft eiteWt — \all the members 
tough ^ dnd ihiv theit nofes dgain^] I fay, fir, 
I ^i^iU. Nay, I lAfift 6h being heard* If any 
gentlchiah hai dtiy thing to fay any where 
elfc, ril htiar him. 

[Members all laugh y and hm\\ Jits down 
in a pajjion^ and Slaughter gets up^ 

PRESIDENT^ 

Mr, Samuel Slaughter* 

SLAUGHTER. 

Sir, I declare it, at the bare hearing of this 
here motion, I am all over in a fweat ; for 
my part I can^t think what gentlemen mean 
by talking in that there manner ; not but 1 
likes that every man (hXJuld deliver his mind; 
I does mine j it has been ever my way ; and 
when a member oppofes me I like him the 

better 

3 
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better for it; it'? Kigjbt j I api pkas'd ; he can't 
pleafe mempre; iti« as it fhould be ; and tho* 
I differ frcMntjie hpppur^ible gentleoaan in the 
flannel pjght-c^p, over t|a? w^jr, yet I am 
ple^fed to near him fay what he t)iin)fs; for, 
iir, as I faid, it i^, alivays my rule to fzy what 
I think, right or >yrong-^[tf loud kugbJ] Ay, 
ay, gentlemen may laugh, \yith all niy heart, 
J am ufed to it, I don't mind it a farjdhing; but, 
fir, with regard to that there motion, I en- 
tirely agree with my worthy friend with the 
pewter-pot at his mouth. Now, fir, I would 
fain afic any gentleman this here queftion ; 
Can any thing in nature be more natural for 
an Englifliman, than porter? I ^eclgre, Mr. 
Prefident, I think it the moft wholefomefl: 
liquor in the world. But if it mufl: be a change, 
let us change it for rum, a whokfbme palatable 
liqipr, a liquor that-^— in ihort, Mr. Prefident, 
I dbn't know fuch a liquor. Ay, gentlemen 
mzy ftare ; I fay, and Ifay it upon my con- 
fcience, I don't know fuch a liquor. Befides, 
I think there is in this here affair a point of 
law, which I fhall leave to the confidcratiou 
of the learned, and for that there reafon, I 
ihall take up no more of your time. 

[He Jits dowtiy Catchpole gets up. 

PRESIDENT* 

Mr. Catchpole. 

E Z CATCH- 



^a T H E O R AT O R S. 

CATCH POl. E.' 

I get up to the point of law. And though, 
fir, I an) bred to the buiinefs, I caiti't fay 1 ani 
prepared for this queftion. But though this 
ufquebaughi as a dram, may not (by name) 
be fubjeCt to a duty, yet it is my opinion, oi* 
rather belief^ it will be confider'd, as in the 
cafe of horfes, to come under the article of 
dryM goods — But I move that another day 
this point be debated. 

S L A U G/H T E R. 

J fecond the motion. 

[Catchpole gives a paper to the Prefident^ 
who reads it. 

PRESIPENT. 

Hear your motion. 

«< That it be debated next Thurfday, whe- 
<< ther the dram ufquebaugh is fubjeft to a 
♦* particular duty; or, as in the cafe of horfes, 
^' to be confidered under the article of dry'd 
♦' goods.'' 

ALL. 

Agreed, agreed. 

F O O T E. 

And now, ladies and gentlemen, having pro- 
duced to you glaring prpofs of our great ability 
in every fpecies of oratory, having manifefted, 
in the perfons of our pupils, our infinite ad- 
(Jrefs in conveying our knowledge to others, 
^ • ' ■ we 
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we (hall clofe our morning!s lefture, inftituted 
for the public good, with a propofal for the 
particular improvement of individuals. We 
are ready to give private inftrudliops to any 
reverend gentleman in his probationary fermon 
for a lefturefliip; to young barrifters who have 
caufes to opeo, or motions to make ; to all 
candidates for the fock or bufkin ; or to the 
iiew members of any of thofe oratorical focie- 
ties with which this metropolis is at prefent 
io plentifully ftock'd. 



FINIS. 



PLATS J>rihted for T. LOWNDES. 

OcTAto, IS. (Jd, each. 



ACHILLES, an opeta 
All in the Wrong 
Alzuma, by Mr. Murphy 
Alzira, by A. Hill, Efq. 
Art ftnd Nature 
Arminius 

Athelflan, by Dr. Brown 
Athelwold, by A. Hill, Efq. 
Barbarofla, by Dr. Brown 
Beg|;ar8 Opera Songs, for 

Harpfichord, Violin, or 

German Flute, 4to. 
Beggars Opera, with mufic, 

by Mr. Gay 
Bond-man 

Brothers, by Cumberland 
Cselia, or perjured Lover 
Cornifli 'Squire 
Coriola'nus altered 
Cymbeline, by Hawkins 
DiiTembled Wanton 
Diftrefled Wife, t^ Gay 
Double Miftake 
Douglas, by Mr. Home 
Elfrid; or the iFair Incon- 

ftant, by A. Hill, Efq. 
Emilia, by Meilan 
Eurydice, by. Mallet 
Falfe Delicacy, by Mr. Kelly 
Fafliionable Lover 
Fatal Vifion, by A. Hill 
Foundling, by Mr. Moore 
Friends, by Meiian 
Gamefter, by Moore 
Gil Bias, by ditto 
Good-natur'd Man 
Guatdian Outwitted 
Henry VIL by Mr. Grove, 

with cuts 
Humours of Oxford 
Jealous Wife 
Independent Patriot 



Infolvent, by A. Hill 
King Charleis I. by Havard 
Lame Lover, byFoote 
Love for Love, printed by 

Bafkerville 
Love in a Riddle, with mufic 
Love in a Village 
Lover, by Cibber 
Lyar, by Mn Foote 
Mahomet, altered by David 

Garrick, Efq. 
Maid of the MUl^ 
Man of Tafte 
Methodlft 

Midas, by K. O'Hara, E<q^ 
Minor, by Mn Foote 
Modern Hufband 
Modi(h Couple 
Momus turned Fabulift 
Mother-in-Law 
Mourning Bride, printed by 

Bafkerville 
Muftapha, by M. Mallet 
Northumberland 
Old Bachelor, printed by 

Bafkerville ^ 

Oliver Cromwell 
Orators, by Mr^ Foote 
Orphan of China 
Papal Tyranny 
Patron, by Mr. Foote 
Periander, by T. Atkins 
Plain Dealer altered 
Prodigal, byT.Odcll, Efq. 
Rcfufal, by C. Cibber. 
Regulus 

Roman Revenge, by A. HiH ' 
Scanderbeg, by Mr, Havard 
Siege of Aquiieia 
iitudents 
Temple Beau 
Timon of Athens altered 



PLAYS printed for T. LOWNDES. 



Timon in Love, by Ralfe 
Village Opera 
Virginia, by Mr. Crifpc 
Virgin Queen 
Univerfal Paflion 



Way of the World, printed 

by Bafkerville 
Way to keep him 
Widow Bewitched. 



OPERAS, FARCES, &c. Oftavo, is. each. 



ACfflLLES in Petti- 
coats 
Amintas 

Amphitryon altered 
Anthony and Cleopatra 
Artaxerxes, an opera 
Apprentice, by Mr. Murphy 
Author, by Mr. Foote 
Beggar's Wedding, by Coffey 
Beggars Opera Tunes for 

the Flute 
BickerftafF's Unburied Dead 
Boarding School, with inu- 

fic, by Coffey 
Catharine and Petruchio, al- 
tered from Shakefpeare's 
Taming of the Shrew 
Chances altered 
Citiz -n, by A. Murphy, Efq. 
CofFce Houfe, by Miller 
Com us, altered by Mr. Col- 
man 
Damon and Phillida, with 

mufic 
Devil of a Duke 
Dutchman, by Bridges 
Kdgar and Emmeline 
EHza 
Englifliman at Paris, by 

Mr. Foote 
Englifliman returned by D°, 
Fairies, by Mr. Smith 
Fair (Quaker altered 
Fatal Extravagance 
Hiiiorical Regifter 
Uoipitai for Fools 



Judgment of Paris 

Lethe, by D. Garrick, Efq. 

Letter Writers, by Fielding 

Lilliput, byD.Garrick, Eiq. 

Livery Rake 

Lying Valet, by Garrick 

Mad Captain 

Mayor of Garret, by Mr* 

Foote 
Merlin 
Merry Cobler 
Midas, by Mr. Beard 
Midfummer Night's Dreatn 
Mock Doftor, by Fielding 
Mufe in Mourning ; to 

which is added. Merlin 

in Love, by A. Hill, Efq. 
Oroonoko, by Hawkefworth 
Old Man taught Wifddm 
Old Maid, by Mr. Murphy 
Padlock, by BickerftafF 
Pharnaces, by Mr, Hull 
Philafter altered 
Rinaldo, by A. Hill, Efq. 
Romeo and Juliet altered 
She Gallant 
Tafte, by Mr. Foote 
Tempell, an opera 
Thomas and Sally 
Tom Thumb 

Two Gentlemen of Verona 
Upholfterer, by Mr. Murphy 
Walking Statue, or the 

Devil in the Wine Cellar, 

by A. Hill, i£fq. 
What we mu^ all come to« 
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